Meshugas: 


People have been asking me why 
a Holocaust Museum when it's іп 
the capital of this country and the 
whole thing happened іп Europe. 
OK, К had little to do with 
us—except for that bastard 
Roosevelt, he knew what was 
going on—but that's the way the 
Jews are. We're the chosen 
people. We gave you Jonas Salk 
and a cure for polio. And great 
writing. Not to mention art that 
makes a Rembrandt blush. Like 
Marc Chagall. The schvatzes are 
complaining. They want to be 
part of this great memorial. As if 
Steppin’ Fetchit and Willie Mays 
would've been such a loss If they 
had been gassed! Or the 
American Indians. They want a 
temple to their greatness? What 
did they ever give us? Cornbread 
and a way to wear your hair 
without having the top of your 
head? Let us have our monument 
and we'll try not to take all of your 
money. 

It's No Joke, 


Jackie Mason 
Hidebound, NY 


Alright you Pathetic Male Types: 


l've heard the derisive hoots of 
you chauvinist pigs from the 
moment І agreed to take this 
position. You think it's the height 
of hypocrisy to have walked off 
the Saturday Night Live set 
because Dice Clay was hired and 
then to turn around and run to 
the Playboy Channel? Well it's not 
a contradiction. Hugh Hefner is a 
great woman's right advocate and 
the talk show, More Pricks Than 


Kicks, which he has graciously 
allowed me to host, gives yours 
truly carte blanche to address 
numerous feminist issues of 
profound Importance. If you don't 
believe me, tune іп next Thursday 
at ten p.m. and watch as І lead a 
gender neutral panel on a topic of 
the highest serlousness: Rim Jobs: 
Male Fantasy Or Woman's 
Prerogative? This is cable 
television at Its finest, I'm sure 
you'll agree. 


Nora Dunce 
Playboy Mansion, IL 


My Fellow Americans: 


1 am still dead. And І am still not a 
crook. 


With warmest regards, 
Richard M. Nixon 
Hell 


Wonderful people: 


Thank you for making my memoirs 
a bestseller. And you know, І 
think it's fabulous, just fabulous 
that | didn't have to put апу 
sordid bits of business in it. Like 
the fact that | look more like а 
man than my husband does. 

Well, it's Just ridiculous to say 
something so untrue merely 
because my shoulders are a little 
broader. It is curious though. 
Come to think of it, | am a trifle 
more hirsute in the pubic region 
than Georgle. That's even curioser 
isn't it? And you know, І do find it 
Just so adorable that my little 
stinkhole, you know, the one in 
the back, well George's Is hairless 
and mine, well mine, it's well, it's 
Just not, that's all. And that 
reminds me of a little joke we 


share whenever І hold the Prez 
helpless In my heavily downed 
arms while he screams In my fuzzy 
ears. Oh, | don't know exactly 
what he's yelling but sometimes 
he says something about little 
peanuts. Yes, yes, he does. And І, 
І say to him, Just Joshing of 
course, he must be talking about 
himself because there's nothing 
diminutive about my nuts . . . Oh, 
but there | go again, talking out of 
school. 


Barbara "The Beard" Bush 
Cojones, TX 


Kind Hearts & Gentle People: 


1 am tired of wandering so lonely. 
You wouldn't happen to have the 
number for Club Med on you, 
would you? 


“А cloud 
Somewhere in the sky 


Gentlemen: 


Please run the following notice: 
Two incorrigible young adults 
looking for home with a 
ridiculously wealthy family. Must 
be able to roll with the punches. 
Thank you, 


The Menendez Brothers 
Horrorwood, CA 


Heinous Misogynists: 


I'm tired of you men looking at me 
like a sex object. | am an artist 
exploring traditionally taboo areas 
of the human psyche and as an 
artist | demand ... Oh! Ohh! 
Ohhhh! Hold on. I'll be right 
back. | have to go pee. 


Annie Sprinkle 
Watertown, NY 


The Jesus Lizard by fuckin’ crites . . . . . . 
Phillip Natman by s. darnbrook соізоп . 


Bratarian Library w/ s. eckhoff, d. rennle, 
р. riddie & d. salemi . . · 
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Six Pack Theatre by ozzy fide .... 


Audio Depravation w/ d. bassett, f. crites, d. fubar, 


s. Jeffries, a. marx, c. regala, d. salemi & a. wright . .52 


On Manor's Mind by stately wayne manor 


Farrago con Bola by bola suave . . . 
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ЕС: So Stacy (Conde, friendly 
Touch and Go publicist) was saying 
you guys were just in Europe? 

DY: Yeah, for a sort of a brief 
thing. We were there for about 
three and a half weeks and then 
came home for a week or so. 


(Dave shows us a copy of their 
schedule: chock-full of show dates 
in the U.S., Japan and other lands, 
with very few days off.) 


FC: You guys been to Japan 
before? 


DY: No, this will be our first time. 


FC: Do you know if you’re popular 
over there? 


DY: We're starting to get . . . I 
don’t know about popular. You 
know, I don't think we'll play 
Buddha Con. And then we're going 
back there in February, to Japan 
and Australia. 


FC: Wow, the serious world tour. 
SS: That must be really draining. 


DY: Yeah, but we’re really looking 
forward to going over there. You 
know, usually when you start a 
band you think, "Gee, wouldn't it be 
cool to make a tape?" Then you 
make a tape, and you go, "Wow, 
wouldn't it be cool to play in New 
York? Wouldn't it be neat to put out 
a record?" 


FC: See the world, and not have to 
kill anybody to do it. 


(Sensing a lull, the wily Brutarians 
distract Dave from their amateurism 
with a bagful of back issues of the 
magazine and other gifts.) 

SS: І was going to ask if you'd 
seen our magazine? 

DY: | don’t think I have. 

FC: We have all kinds of gifts and 
crap for you guys. 

SS: We love you. 
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(Tokens continue to be heaped at 
Dave's feet, and the itinerary is 
discussed a bit further) 

SS: Not too many days off here 
are there? 


DY: Yeah between Japan and 
Europe we have one full day off. 
(Spying the liter of Bushmills Irish 
Whiskey being pulled from the bag) 
God Damn! 


SS: We tried to get you Black 
Bush, but we couldn't find it. You 
know Virginia’s controlled to 
overlook a certain taste, 50... 


DY: Pork rinds . . . 
All in unison: Microwavable! 


FC: And, a buncha shirts for you 
guys (Several numbers from the 

$ & M Graphics collection). If you 
guys don't wear 'em, give them to 
little girls or bums or something. 


SS: What do you mean? You guys 
must wear them! 


DY: (Holding up a "Hands of 
Death" tee) Ha! 


SS: Which one's that? 

FC: Henry & Ottis. 

DY: They're all different? 

SS: Oh yeah, they're all different. 


FC: Well, we think you guys are 
great. І mean, not to start off with a 
huge ass-kissing session or anything, 
but we enjoy your music a lot. 

SS: Oh I don't mind ass-kissihg. 


FC: You're probably better at it. 
And you've done this before. I'm 
still . . . a virgin. 


SS: Yes, l am. Ап ass-kisser. Апа 
proud of it! 


DY: (Still poring over the shirts) 
Oh these are swell. 


SS: Tom designed that one too 
(Tribal winged exoskeleton thing). 
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DY: You did this one? Do you do 
tattoos? 


FC: I do some designs, yeah. 
DY: But you don’t do the tattoo 
itself? 
FC: I did one but it came out kinda 
sloppy. ] need a lot more practice. 

, no. 
DY: You could’ve probably pulled 


this off . . . (Starts stretching shirt) I 
can't get to it... 


SS: He's taking his clothes off! 
FC: Already! 

SS: Time for the camera! 

FC: Whip it out! 


(Yow shows a small design on his 
right deltoid) 


FC: A comma? 


DY: Yeah. Well, it’s a comma now, 
but it does a trick . . . (Makes it 
jump) an apostrophe . . . 


FC: Ahh. 
SS: Very nice. 


FC: (Showing design on calf) І did 
that one with a ghetto-gun. But 
that's about as fine a line as you can 
get, that eighth-of-an-inch thing. 
Too bad we couldn't bring one! We 
could get liquored up and make 
some mistakes! 


DY: № sir, I've got my first and 
last tattoo already. 


FC: Oh yeah? That's gonna be it 
for you? 


DY: Yeah! l've got this friend in 
Dallas that has a tattoo of Christ 
canying a cross with a really spiky 
crown of thorns and a whole lot of 
blood running down his face. And 
it's got the sort of tattoo-banner 
thing above it, and it says, "Fuck 
'im." Below it says, "Feed him 
fishheads." 
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FC: Shit! Big one? 
DY: Yeah, whole arm. Whole 
upper arm. 


FC: Takes a certain amount of 
balls to wear that. 


DY: He's the guy who had me cut 
a scar in his face. Right on the side 
of his face, a question mark. 
(Looking through an issue of 
Brutarian) Wow, this looks really 
great. 

FC: She puts that together. That's 
one of her many jobs and talents. 
SS: We've been doing it for about 
three years. 


DY: I've never even heard of it. 


SS: Well ГИ have to get your 
address and make you an honorary 
subscriber. 


DY: Okay! 
(A solid belch is heard.) 


5%. 


SS: I'm sure that recorded really 
well. 


FC: That'll test the acoustics in 
here! 

SS: (Referring to the Poppy Z. 
Brite interview Dave is looking 
over.) Have you ever read any of 
her stuff? Poppy 2/5? 

DY: Who? 

SS: Poppy Z. Brite. That’s who 
that is there. 

DY: Ah, no... 


SS: A homosexual man trapped in 
a woman's роду... 


DY: Actually I was just wondering 
if you knew who did that (pointing 
to Bizarre Obsessions cover 
featuring a surrealistically altered 
photograph of Poppy by J.K. 
Potter)? 

SS: No. No, it's nice though. 

DY: 'Cause I’ve started doing that 
kind of stuff on the computer. 

FC: Oh yeah? 

DY: | really really dig it. 

FC: Collage kinda stuff? You don't 


have an example of that with you 
do you? 


DY: No, I don't. 


SS: How do you guys travel? Is 
there a big bus that you use ог... 


DY: Two vans. 

SS: Vans? 

DY: We've got a regular van that 
carries our equipment, the 
drummer, the sound man, the 
merchandise girl and me. And 
we've got a rental van to carry some 
merchandise, our roadie, the bass 
player and the guitar player. 


SS: So how does that work when 
you're on this tremendous road trip, 
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with tons of people crammed into a 
van? 


DY: It's all right. 
SS: Who drives? 


DY: Who drives? We take turns. 
Buses are just a tremendous waste 
of money I think. Although in 
Europe we always travel on a bus. 
It's really nice because you can 
sleep any time you want, and we 
like that. 

(Pause and a scurry for beers. 
Coincidentally, and a good sign, we 
brought cans of the same beers 
chilling backstage: Buds and 
Heineken.) 


SS: Well, the only other time I was 
backstage at the 9:30 Club was with 
the Psyclone Rangers. They were in 
the small room over there. 


FC: Б this the executive suite then? 


DY: It’s nice. You know about the 
rats here? 


FC: Ah, no. 

DY: Look, stand up and look 
where it says "Rat 66", "Rat", "Rat 
Race" (points to graffiti covered 
pipes and beams traversing the 
basement ceiling). They run across 
there all the time. 


SS: You guys gonna leave your 
mark on it? 

DY: Nah. 

SS: You should! 

DY: What do you mean, pee on it? 
SS: Well, yeah, you'd have to 
Write your name in piss. 


FC: It'd be kind of hard to make r 
all the way up there. The ceiling is 
the only part that really isn't 
marked. But that would be an 
impressive trick. And a great photo' 


DY: When I was, uh . . . Typical ` 
wouldn't just offer this, but because 
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of your magazine it would probably SS: Do you have any babies? FC: Part of the fun I guess, 
чи ا‎ "nen I = in i DY: We're gonna start working on exploring it. 
5 ve Е ийн going Englan ا‎ that in about а year or so. SS: You know that it’s not a 
00.20 } nine-month gestation period, it’s ten 
and in the boy’s room there was the FC: Oh yeah? months. Of course men wrote this 
kind ° وت روا‎ ое DY: I'm really looking forward to shit. You know, nine months 
ати Ан مسر‎ ум tot 4 that. Not only having the babies, sounds more like six months, ten 

! 2% tr gh thing? And the wall but fucking with the intent of months sounds more like a year. So 
Pd dd alike a? ау sd the ceiling, it making a baby? I’ve never done it's actually ten months. 
just stopped, and then there was that before. FC: So they tell girls that it's only 
another one on the other side. And SS: No, Гуе never done that either. nine months? Is that like marking 
me and my buddies wed to pee DY You know, you're in there — (отейі $9.99 instead often 
never make it, and I could always like, uh-uh-uh, I hope a baby comes | ; 
make the pee over the wall. out of this! SS: Yeah. Yeah. It’s a conspiracy. 

: FC: C'mon guys! DY: My sister falls for that. She 
БС ABOVE your head? : : : sees something that’s $9.99, she 
DY: Yeah, well... most things are DY: | think that will бе... I think calls it nine dollars 
above my head. And then this one itll be completely different. (Sounds о)" АНЬ) 
time I was doing it, and my friend FC: And then sex with a pregnant 
Bruce was on the other side of m woman is supposed to be a lot FC: It’s working! 
wall and got it all on his head ап different. Ç А 
his back. Не went and told the НОВИ 55: So you have а sister? 
teacher and 1 got in а lot of trouble. ld Из чон abo A DY: Yes. She’s married to а сор іп 
I told the teacher that somebody ко $ really unco ОННО TOt Austin, Texas, and has four kids. 
pushed me though her. You'd have to do it from 
і behind or something. SS: Acop!? 

(Laughter) SS: Id think everything would be FC: Is he cool? 
SS: So, you're married? incredibly uncomfortable. 
DY: I am. 


SS: How long? 


DY: Um, two years, two months, 
and twenty-eight days. 


SS: Wow, you have it down. 
Unbelievable. 


DY: It’s easy when you've got the 
date on your watch. 


(Dave shows us a snapshot of his 
wife, Suzy Korn, who is a beautiful 
woman.) 


SS: Where's she now? 
DY: She’s at home in Chicago. 
FC: Does she work for Touch and 


Go? 

DY: My wife? She used to, she quit 
back in the middle of December. 
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David Sims and David Yow, takin’ care of business. 
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DY: Yeah, he’s а real good guy. 
You know, I mean, I don’t hate the 
idea of cops, I just hate most cops. I 
think most of them are bad, and 
they’re doing it for all the wrong 
reasons. 


FC: Yeah. Bullying. 


DY: He’s doing it for the right 
reasons; he’s there to protect and 


serve. I used to be in Scratch Acid... 


(Cheers of assent) 


DY: When Scratch Acid was going 
along in Austin, Tip, my 
brother-in-law, the cop, was just a 
park ranger. But you know he still 
carried a gun and all, he looked like 
a cop. And he saw these punk 
rockers hanging out at the park after 
curfew. Не went over to "еп and 
he was gonna write 'em a ticket, 
and he started thinking, "Hmm, 
punk rock . . ." So he said, "Do you 
guys know who Scratch Acid is?" 
And they go, "Oh yeah, of course!" 
He said, "Okay, promise me 
tomorrow you'll buy a Scratch Acid 
record. And you can go." 


(Laughter) 
FC: That's great! 


DY: So first | heard this story from 
my mother, and then a few days 
later I was walking down the street 
and one of them came up to me, 
"Man you wouldn't believe this 
fuckin' cop let us off because . . ." 
But they didn't buy a Scratch Acid 
record. 


SS: They didn't? 
FC: Bastards. 
DY: They didn't have any money. 


FC: That's why they were hanging 
out at the park after curfew. Still, 
that is pretty cool. 


SS: C'mon though, it's cheaper 
than a ticket and better than 
spending the night in jail. 


SS 、 和 > 


FC: Andit would be alot more fun 
than either of those, too. 


SS: Yeah. Your brother-in-law 
sounds like a great guy. 


DY: He is a good cop. 


FC: And he probably has some 
other pretty good stories too, І 
would imagine. 

SS: I've run across some really 
good cops believe it or not, and 1 
think it's probably because I'm a . 
woman and and can get away with 
a lot more shit. But some of them, 
they just fuck with you. 


DY: Oh I know. Chicago cops. 


SS: And they’re everywhere in 
Chicago! Every comer! 


DY: Man, I was іп а dub called 
The Exit one time, it was early in 
the evening, there was hardly 
anybody there. This girl, who knew 
the people who worked there, 
reached behind the bar to pour 
herself a drink. Which is illegal, but 1 
mean she knew the people. I don’t 
know why, but anyway they called 
the cops, and (snaps) in a flash 
there were two undercover cops 
there and a few uniform cops. And 
there was a pinball game, and this 
undercover cop, man, he had her 
like, POW!—full nelson, face down 
on the glass of the pinball game. 
Cracked the glass with her face. All 
for not even getting a beer, but 
trying to. 

FC: Was she supposed to be 
starting a riot or something? 


DY: There were maybe five people 
in the club. 


SS: What a dick. 


FC: You guys all live in Chicago, 
don't you? 


DY: Sometimes. 


FC: Nice place? l've never been 
there. 
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DY: Well after ] lived in Texas for 
thirteen years where everybody's 
pretty nice for the most part, 
expected when I moved to Chicago 
that everybody would be an 
asshole. But that's really not the 
case. 


FC: Speaking of assholes, on the 
Show CD, is that your belly, or your 
butt? | 


DY: Belly. 


FC: Okay. We were trying to figure 
that out. 

SS: Can we get a picture of your 
butt? 

ЕС: Мете going to try and get you 
drunk and have you do some cock 
and ball tricks, like the tight 'n' 
shiny. Sandra here has never had 
the pleasure of seeing you perform 
live. 

DY: I don’t do the tight and shiny 
anymore. I don’t do any tricks like 
that on stage. All the dick and ball 
tricks are Jim Rose’s, so І don’t feel 
right doing those on the stage. 


SS: But you'd do them better. 

DY: Ido them better. I can show 
you a couple. 

SS: l'dlove it. 

DY: Do you mind? 

(Resounding "no's!") 

SS: Oh! Сап I snap some pictures? 
DY: Ahhh. .. 

SS: Okay, that's pushing it. This is 
incredible! | don't believe it. 


DY: The best one is the 
hamburger. Have you ever seen Jim 
Rose do 'em? (Turns his back to 
prepare, then displays what looks 
like a twisted microwave snack.) 
That's the hamburger. 


SS: (Shrieking) Oh my God, that's 
infuckingcredible! 
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FC: How do you do that? 


SS: Why can't we get a picture of 
that for Brutarian? 


FC: Or to put on your wall. 
DY: Okay. 


SS: Oh! I promise, just for my wall. 
And maybe a fade-in as the 
background of the interview. 


DY: Okay. (Explaining his 
technique) Just turn your balls 
sideways, and strap your dick 
between ’em. 


FC: Backwards? Toward the wrist? 
DY: Either way. 


FC: So Jim Rose taught you all 
these? 


DY: Yeah. 
SS: What's he like? 


DY: He’s very personable. It’s 
better if you’ve got a piece of 


cheese or some lettuce or something. 


SS: It’s not focusing . . . 
FC: It’s confused, the camera is. 


SS: 1] is. Do you feel a little weird 
David? I'm snapping a picture of 
your cock and balls. 


Debbie Does Brutarian 


FC: You're makin’ her day, 
though. Look at her face! [m 
impressed as well. 


DY: There's others, but that's the 
best one. 


SS: I get down on my knees and 
thank you. That was really nice. 


DY: Sometimes those are difficult 
because you start thinking about it 
too much, you start to get kind of a 
һеауу, and it doesn't work! 

FC: Ican imagine. 

SS: So you used to do that on 
stage? 

DY: No. I never did any of these 
tricks on stage. 

FC: The ballsack one was yours, 
right? 

DY: That's not the same, that's 
just... 


(Dave tums his back for a moment, 
then turns around and brandishes 
his bulging scrotum, to the great 
approval of his small audience.) 
SS: Great! 

FC: Do you ever hang a lit 
cigarette out of it? 

DY: Uh-uh. 

FC: I wonder if that would work. 
Out of the corner by your thumb 
perhaps? 

DY: Next I'll jack off and spray all 
over you... 

SS: Great! 

FC: Uh, we've gotta go. 

SS: The camera's still not focusing. 
It's too big! 

FC: Do women ask you for that a 
lot? Guys too? 


DY: Mmmm, no not that much. 
There's a girl in Providence who 
asked to see the tricks and I showed 
them to her, and she said, "Man, 
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that's so cool. I've got a labia that 
goes all the way down to my knees.’ 
And I said, "No you don't! Let me 
see." But she said, "I’m having my 
period right now." 


SS: So what? 


DY: But, we’re gonna be in 
Providence again. 


FC: You gonna see her? І can't 
imagine that. I wonder if she had 
the piercings and the weights, and 
stretched it, or if she was just shittin’ 
you. 


DY: I don’t know. I sort of get a 
kick out of it because I’m something 
of an exhibitionist. 


FC: I think you'd have to be, to 
perform this well. Just to get on 
stage in front of people constantly. 


DY: The first time I played naked 
was with Scratch Acid in Seattle. We 
were playing a song that had really 
long verses, and it was packed. It 
was the first time we played at the 
place and it was sold out. There was 
no room on the stage; there were 
people sitting on stage, and some 
guy just went, whoosh, and ripped 
my pants down at the beginning of 
the verse. And I go, "Okay, I'm 
gonna be cool about this, and deal 
with it at the end of the verse." And 
I saw these girls over there and 
they’re chuckling and pointing and 
elbowing each other. When the 
verse was over 1 looked down and 
my dick had shrunken up so small 
that it was just the head without the 
dick. It was just like a canned 
mushroom nestled in my pubes. 1 
was really embarrassed but David 
Sims made me feel better by saying, 
"David, don't worry, girls know that 
dicks are like accordions." 


SS: Oh yeah, definitely. So Stacy 
says that Mac is the crack-up. Is that 
true? 


DY: Mac and l are the kids of the 
group, and David and Duane are 
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the adults. We even call ош van the 
children’s van and their van the 
adult van because Mac and І 
entertain ourselves by making faces 
at each other, and making noises 
and saying stupid things. David and 
Duane just read. 


FC: They’re the ones with the 
degrees? 

DY: Um, Mac has a degree, David 
has a degree, Duane has a degree. 
FC: Do you have a degree? 

DY: I never finished college. 

FC: Me either. 


DY: I wish I had, but it doesn’t 
really matter now. 


FC: You seem to be doing okay. 


SS: І don’t understand why Dave 
got his degree. What is the 
motivation to get a degree in 
accounting when you could be 
jamming? 

DY: He’s been working on it for 
years. I mean, he’s gone to college 
off and on for, І guess eleven years. 
And finally a few months ago got his 
degree. So, it didn’t really present 
that much of a problem. 


SS: What'd he do when you were 
on the road and he had mid-terms? 


DY: Ah, he never tells me. 


SS: Did you guys live together for 
awhile? 

DY: Yeah, we've all lived together 
at one point. Everybody in the 
Jesus Lizard lived together. Dave 
and I have been roommates off and 
on for years. 


FC: How come you guys don’t 
play any Scratch Acid songs? I've 
never seen you do any. 


DY: No, we wouldn't do that. 


FC: Why is that, just because it's 
over, done with? 
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DY: Yeah, that's like, "Hev, Dave 
and I were іп а really great band; 
we're going to play some of our 
songs." 


FC: Б that out of respect for Duane 
and Mac or just because you don't 
want to? 


DY: Out of resped for Duane and 
Мас, and Rey (Washam), Brett 
(Bradford) and ourselves. I wouldn't 
feel right. 


SS: You have so much of a 
selection with the Jesus Lizard, ] can 
understand that. 


DY: Especially now, we've got 
twelve new songs since we recorded 
Down. 


FC: Really!? When is that coming 
out? 


DY: І don't know. Hopefully we 
can record in March. Look, there's a 
rat! 


(Sure enough there's a little fucker 
of a rodent trucking across an 
overhead pipe.) 


FC: Even with all the lights and the 
people and the loud music and 
stuff, they just track all over? 


DY: Sometimes the 9:30 will 
provide this shit pizza, and you put 
a slice up there and wait a little 
while . . . 


FC: They come out and fight over 
it? 


DY: Yeah. 


(The end of the tape goes unnoticed 
for some minutes while the 
conversation turns to Yow's role in 
Jim Sikora's film "Walls in the City.") 
SS: lalways think that it must be a 


matter of just feeling comfortable in 
front of the camera. 


DY: See, and that's really difficult 
to do. I mean, I would know іп my 
head, and at home by myself I 
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Mac McNeilly and Dave 
meditate before the show. 


would practice the stuff and Га be 
happy with it. I think, "Oh, it's cool, 
I know how it should sound, how it 
should look." And then when the 
camera's rolling and there's a crew, 
you know it's small there, it's a lot 
more difficult to really let yourself 
go. There's a scene where I’m 
supposed to get really, really pissed 
off. It's difficult to piss me off, so I 
had to really hyperventilate and just 
psych myself out to act like I’m 
angry. 

SS: What pisses you off? 

FC: Hyperventilation. 

DY: I have pet peeves, but... 


FC: Yeah, it would be hard to 
summon that just out of nowhere. 
Without waking up in the morning 
and getting pissed off and trying to 
stay pissed off all day so you'd be 
ready. 1 have no idea really, but it 
seems like it would be hard to do. 


DY: Yeah, it’s a challenge and | 
want to do it more. 


FC: So this is your first acting thing? 


DY: First one of any length that 
had a speaking part. I've done other 
things with Jim before, but they 
were pretty absurd, not very good. 
They looked good. 


х, 


FC: Short flicks? 


DY: Yeah. There’s one called It 
Crawls Inside Me, and it was 
supposed to be a vampire-kinda 
thing. I read the script and there was 
sex scene in it, and I took it to my 
wife, well at the time she was my 
girlfriend, and I said, "Honey what 
do you think about this?" And she 
said, "Well, sure, that's fine, I 
wouldn't want to hinder your 
acting." I thought it was kind of 
funny because she would get really 
pissed off whenever Га end up 
naked on stage, because she figured 
it's a for-her-eyes-only kind of thing. 
And I thought, so, it's okay to do it 
in the movie where probably more 
people will see it than at any 
particular show? But then when it 
came around to doing the film there 
wasn't an actual sex scene. But it 
was kind of fun. It was fun because 
it was so stupid. I was supposed to 
be this vampire guy, and all I was 
wearing were cowboy boots and a 
pair of women's underwear. And 
there was this part where I was 
supposed to be humping this girl, 
you know? And, uh, I got pretty, 
kind of proud. I don’t know, it was 
weird, because I’ve never done that 
with the camera rolling. 


FC: Was this a stranger you were 
with? 
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Jenny, Dave and some Fuckin' guy, preparing for the show 


DY: Sort of, we met about a week 
previous, and hung out and did a 
little script reading and stuff like that. 


(At this point Stries, a sound тап, 
comes in for q discussion and 
sample of uhiskev, and the 
conversation turns to the band 
Dumpster Juice. Sandy offers to 
send Dave a tape of theirs, and a 
pen is hunted for to get his address.) 


DY: Don't worry, І pretend to be 
tour manager so I've got tons of 
these. 


FC: So you actually organize a lot 
of this? 


DY: David Sims and І split the tour 
manager duties. He takes care of all 
the money. 


FC: Because he's an accountant 
now! 


DY: He's a really organized 
person. I'm not that organized, but I 
do better at things like calling Touch 
and Go and telling the guys we’ve 
got an interview at this time, a 


photo shoot then, all that kinda crap. 


SS: Do you feel like your days are 
too structured and you're constantly 
told, "Okay David, you have to be 
here now. Now’s the time to go 
here..." 


DY: Yeah. More so now than ever 
before. Because, you know ever 
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since we started our growth, our 
popularity has been gradually 
increasing at a steady rate. ] guess 
since probably about a year ago it's 
increased quite a bit more. 
Particularly in Europe. 


SS: I recently interviewed Cop 
Shoot Cop and when І asked them 
what bands they listen to they said, 
"The Jesus Lizard!" 


DY: I'm so flattered that Cop 
Shoot Cop likes us because I like 
them a lot, and we've done some 
touring together. 


ЕС: Well, I have to ask you guys, а 
couple years ago | sent to Touch 
and Go a color xerox of some 
artwork. Did you ever see that, or 
do the public relations people keep 
it all and sort of shuffle some to the 
side? 


DY: They're usually pretty good 
about it, and had I not seen stuff 
you'd done Га probably say, "Yeah, 
I think I did." Because I’ve seen 
some color xerox stuff before. But 
this stuff that Гуе seen was just crap. 
So it wasn’t yours. 


FC: I listen to your music while I 
draw because it makes me so 
happy, it makes my work more 
enjoyable. 


DY: Thanks. What do you usually 
work in? 


FC: Mostly my... 
DY: House... 


FC: Yeah, right, a desk . . . Mostly 
pen and ink, black and white stuff, 
but also some acrylics. 1 have a 
short attention span so it’s hard for 
me to do really detailed paintings. 


DY: | like acrylics. I never ever 
enjoyed oil painting. 


FC: І never messed with those. My 
brother’s doing that now and he 
says they're beautiful because you 
can blend them and alter the 
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thickness of the paints, make them 
more wet or more dry, do all kinds 
of layering effects. It seems a little 
harder to get into, whereas acrylics 
you can just slap it down. 


DY: Right. I like the fact that you 
can use some acrylics and just go 
(blows) and go over it. 


FC: And then you can put it away, 
or work on it immediately. So you 
actually went to art school? 


DY: Yeah. Oil is for people who 
call themselves artists. "Yeah, hi, I’m 
an artist." 

FC: Good, I’m glad you said that. 
So you know Mark Todd? 


DY: Yeah. You know who he is? 


FC: He did most of the Scratch 
Acid artwork, didn’t he? 


DY: He did two of 'em, and he did 
Head for the Jesus Lizard too. 


FC: And I saw a couple of his 
drawings in that Ruh Roh comic 
book. 


DY: Really? Oh cool, I didn't know 
about that. He's got a show in New 
York right now at the Foster 
Goldstrum Gallery, he called me 
and told me I should go and see it. 
It's completely different from the 
stuff he used to do. When I was 
going to school everything he did 
was figurative. And fairly 
representational. 


FC: Classical? 


DY: Not classical. À little bit 
historian, you know, it was obvious 
that he could draw a person. And 
then he sort of got into those more 
distorted ones, like that first Scratch 
Acid and stuff like that. And then it 
got completely freaked out, like the 
Head cover, with the huge head 
and the weird legs and stuff. Now 
he's doing a series on killers. 
Because he and his wife went to 
some murder trial outside San 
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Marcos, Texas. They said that 
hearing this guy talk was just 
exhilarating. Like, "God damn, 1 
can't believe the way this guy's 
mind works!" 


FC: Why, because he was so base, 
or.. 


DY: Fucked up! Just like, (whistles 
cuckoo sound), out there. So Mark 
has always been really into the 
process of making the artwork. His 
major was printmaking. So now he 
does these huge canvases, like eight 
feet by ten feet and stuff, and he 
takes a black and white xerox of 
some killer’s face and projects it on 
there. Then he takes a tiny little 
paintbrush and paints this huge 
canvas, and he'll usually write some 
kind of stuff on the side. So it's not 
at all, like, compositionally: "Wow, 
it's real good." And as far as the 
ability to draw, it doesn't really 
show any of that. So it's sort of cool. 


FC: It’s a unique style. 


DY: Yeah, essentially it's just black 
and white, from a distance it looks 
like a huge xerox that somebody 
wrote on with a Sharpie. 


FC: Is it all like Chuck Close's stuff? 
He's the guy who just paints huge 
pictures of people's heads. 


DY: Famous people? 


FC: No, just normal people. Like 
old ladies and friends. 


о. І i 
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SS: Like people you see оп the 
street; you look at them and you 
think, "I know that person." 


FC: Yeah, or you look at it and 
think, "I've seen that photo before." 
He did one all in thumbprints. It was 
a huge canvas of this lady’s face, 
and it was all done in thumbprints 
with different amounts of ink on ’em. 


DY: Cool! 


FC: He shaded it really well; you 
had to really look at it to tell that it 
was thumbprints, because if you 
stepped back just a couple feet . . . 
the tone was perfect. 


DY: Yeah, whenever I go to an art 
gallery ] spend a lot of time like this 
far (indicates short distance) from a 
painting, because I love to see the 
detail and say, "God damn, man, 
that guy knows what he's doing." 


SS: Yeah, how does he do that? 
How'd he put it together? 


FC: Makes you jealous sometimes. 
Like looking at Joe Coleman's stuff. 


DY: Cory who runs Touch and Go 
used to be married, and he and his 
wife sent John Gacy a photograph 
of their dog and got a painting back 
of the dog, and a clown painting. 
The guy was pathetic, it's such 
childish painting. 

FC: That's such a weird thing, to 
be able to send a picture of your pet 
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Duane Denison апа friend, looking relieved we didn’t 
print our other picture of him 
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to this mass murderer and have him 
send you a painting back. 
DY: With a note saying, "Thank 


you for your interest . . ." 
FC: That's America, Goddammit! 


SS: Everything he does is so 
one-dimensional. 


DY: It is. 


FC: There's no shading at all. It is 
paint-by-numbers kinda shit. 


(David Sims comes in, introductions 
are made.) 

DS: How's it going? 

DY: Pretty good, it's nice having 
nobody in here at this time of night. 
Last night there were about twenty 
people in here just going yammer, 
yammer, yammer. 

FC: So what else . . . even though 
we had a whole month to prepare, 


we didn't have any kind of formal 
interview planned. 


DY: So far this has been the best 
one in a lo-ong time. Very 
conversational. 


FC: Thanks! That's what we 
wanted, to just talk and cut to the 
good parts. 


DY: ] hate that question and 
answer shit. 


(There are some interruptions as 
guest lists and schedules are traded 
between various employees and 
band members.) 

SS: Well, next time you guys come 
to town you have to let me cook 
you dinner. 


FC: She had a gourmet meal all 
planned. 


SS: 144. Roasted red peppers and 
artichokes for an appetizer. 
Handmade lasagna. 


DY: Cool! 
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SS: Courvoisier . . . Next time. 


FC: And then the time after that, 
I'll do barbecue. 


DY: Then you guys come to 
Chicago and I'll cook. 


FC: Good! You cook a lot of 
Mexican food, right? 


DY: Ah, that's probably what I do 
best. 


FC: Do you make salsa? 
DY: I can. 


FC: Because Pm trying to get the 
perfect batch of salsa, and it's all 
right but I’ve had better. What do 
you put in yours? 


DY: You're not talking pico de 
gallo, you're talking about salsa? 


FC: Just plain salsa. Not a cooking 
sauce, just something for dips and 
to add to things. 


DY: You know what pico de gallo 
is? It's like a, it's not like a sauce, it's 
sort of chunky. Tomatoes, onions, 
jalapefios, maybe green onions if 
you want, and a lot of lime juice. 


FC: Any spices? 


DY: 1 usually put in а little bit of 
cayenne and a little bit of black 
pepper. Oh, and you should put 
some garlic in. It’s really simple and 
it’s perfect on fajitas or chips. 


SS: So you like to cook? 


DY: Yeah. I’ve had a lot of cooking 
jobs. I've got a really good 
reputation as a good cook, but 1 
think my reputation is a little 
overblown. I'm not as good as some 
of my friends will tell you that I am. 
ІШе to experiment, so you know, 
with experimentation comes failure. 


FC: It's also good practice. 


DY: Before we go to the West 
Coast, between Europe and the 
West Coast, we've got nine or ten 
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days at home and I want to have 
the guys over for a barbecue. When 
І was in Lawrence, Kansas, last 
time, we went out to this bad-ass 
restaurant. For an appetizer we had 
a pork tenderloin with shrimp in it, 
served with this pecan butter and 
avocado chutney. 


FC: Stuffed, or? 


DY: It wasn't pureed or anything it 
was just wrapped around the 
shrimp. It was really good. And for 
an entree 1 had pork tenderloin 
stuffed with wild bear, and served 
with kangaroo sausage. | was like, 
"Damn! Wow!" And it was all free. 
Cool! 


SS: What was kangaroo like? 


DY: | didn't like the sausage much. 
It was real smooth, and I don’t think 
sausage should be that smooth. It’s 
too close to a hotdog with a real 
casing. 

FC: Filler. Have you ever had, 1 
can’t remember whether it was 
alligator or crocodile, but have you 
ever had alligator tail? 


DY: I've had alligator. Andouille 
sausage is not necessarily alligator is 
it? 

FC: No, I think there’s a lot of stuff 
in there. 


DY: I've had alligator іп New 
Orleans. We always say, "It tastes 
like frog legs!" 


FC: Which tastes like chicken, 
which tastes like . . . well anyway. 
We went to some Cajun place and 
tried some of that. 1 guess the 
popular appraisal was that it had a 
slightly gamey flavor, but it was 
unique, 'cause you're eatin' gator. 


(More people enter for 
introductions, including affable 
drummer Mac McNeilly and 
Whitney, who Dave introduces as 
the world's greatest sound man.) 
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W: Are these fanzines? 


DY: Yeah, they’re magazines. They 
brought us a bottle of Bushmilk, 
they brought us this record 
(Mallemuck/Erasergun), microwave 
pork rinds . . . 


W: Whoa, man, l've never seen 
that. 


DY: Whitney's into this kind of 
horrible food, aren't you? 


W: I’ve tried pork rinds, but I'm not 
a big fan. I have a friend who used 
to make them. 


FC: Really? Fresh fried? 
SS: Why? 


W: Because he got crippled in a 
motorcycle accident and that's all he 
can do. 


FC: (Regarding the microwavable 
pork rinds,) My advice for those, 
nuke 'em for about three-and-a-half 
minutes, and eat 'em while they're 
hot. Because if you let them stand 
for too long they get hard, and they 
won't melt in your mouth like a 
good pork rind should. But when 
they're hot and you put 'em on 
your tongue, they'll snap, crackle, 
and pop. 


DY: During my freshman 
orientation at college a friend and 1 
went and saw this band and got 
really drunk and really stoned; I had 
the munchies and ate like three 
bags of fried pork rinds. I was 
hanging out the window of this car 
throwing up this solid pink shit, and 
these college girls were walking by 
and went like, "Aaagghhh!" 


FC: Did it make them hurl? 


DY: No it didn't, but I asked them 
if they'd never seen anyone throw 
up before. 


FC: Good for you. Yeah, І can 
only eat about a bag at a time, | can 
understand how three would tend to 
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make one nauseous. Hot and spicy 
were they? 


DY: Yeah they were. I like hot 
stuff. Have you ever had Dave’s 
Insanity Sauce? 

FC: Never heard of it. 


DY: Dave's Insanity Sauce, you 
put a speck the size of, just a spot 
on the end of your finger and taste 
it, it'll kick your ass for an hour. 


FC: What's in it? Набайетоѕ? 


DY: It’s habafieros, but it's 
habafieros extract so it's 
concentrated. And then peppers 
and stuff. 


FC: Sounds great! 


DY: It is. It's recognized as the 
hottest sauce. 


FC: We gotta get that. Do you 
have to order it or do a lot of places 
stock it? 

DY: You can order it, or find a 
place, there's a place in Lawrence, 
Kansas that just sells hot sauce and 


anything having to do with peppers. 


I got a bunch there, like Satan's 
Revenge and Scomed Woman. 
Scomed Woman's really cool, it's 
really spicy. It comes in a black 
velveteen bag, and you pull it out 
and it's got a really classy looking 
sort of flat black label with metallic 
gold writing. А gold seal. It's real 
nice, it's not that hot but it's got a 
lot of black pepper in it. Lots of 
coarse ground black pepper. 


(The t-shirts are examined again.) 


SS: You guys have to put them on 
when you're on stage. 


W: They'd just get ripped to shreds. 


DY: Yeah, І don’t wear shirts I like 
when we play. 


DY: (Looking at a Jeff Gaither 


design) | don’t like this one. 
SS: Why not? 
® ® 
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DY: І don’t like the way that guy 
draws. 


FC: That's a plug for our company 
though, so we figured we'd throw it 
in. 


DY: His stuff sort of reminds me of 
Pushead's stuff, І don't like that 
either. 


FC: All of his things, it's all 
basically skulls with texture. 


DY: Yeah. "Man, І can draw holes 
in people's skin really well!" It's 
okay, a little juvenile. 


FC: Well, he's prolific. He's makin' 
more money than І am, I'm sure. 


DY: He's making a shitload of 
money. Frank Kozik, ГІ bet he's... 
ah, better turn that off. 


FC: Yeah, І don't know about that 
guy. We won't start on him. One 
thing I wanted to ask, what do you 
guys think about all the bootlegs 
that are coming out of your stuff? 
Does that flatter you or does it 
irritate you? 


DY: Mmm, neither really. 


FC: It's sort of like how a few years 
ago the Butthole Surfers had 
countless bootlegs out. 


DY: They all sound like shit, so . . . 


(Tape ends. Telling about seeing an 
ad for live footage of the Jesus 
Lizard available from someone he 
never heard of . . .) 


DY: So | called him up and said, 
"Yeah, this is David Yow, from the 
Jesus Lizard, I understand you sell 
videotapes of us." And he goes, 
"Uh, um, we, uh, yeah, do you want 
me to stop?" | said, "No, I want you 
to send us four copies. What the 
fuck." 


FC: Did he? 
DY: Yeah he did. 
FC: Cool. Were they good? 
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DY: No, they were terrible. The 
guy was GG Allin’s brother. From 
New York. 


FC: Merle? They were awful, huh? 


DY: Yeah. I’ve shot better stuff on 
this video camera than any of that. 


FC: Yeah, Га imagine. You'd have 
not only better access, but you'd 
know what looked better, when 
things were coming. 


(A gorgeous roadie, Debbie, enters 
and Sandra extorts a salacious pose 
from her advertising the new 
Brutarian between her thighs. Lots 
of other band members and various 
folks begin to pour in at this point, 
rendering portions of the last hour 
of tape worthless due to various 
drunken shrieking, band noise from 
upstairs, and meandering 
conversations. Basically, the fun 
parts. Tough shit for you, fella.) 

A plug: "Hi, this is Eli, from Girls 
Against Boys, and I love Brutarian." 
SS: So, what do you think about 
Hillary Clinton and Markie Post? Do 
you think they're lesbian lovers, as 
word has been floating around 
Washington? (Referring to a rumor 
sponsored by a Florida District 
Attorney who lost to Janet Reno, 
whom he spoke of as a 
drunk-driving lesbian.) 

DY: Ireally don't keep up with the 
news the way I should. 

FC: But can you picture it? 

DY: Who's Markie Post? 


FC: You know the blonde one on 
Night Court? Sorta perky, bouncy. 


DY: I've never seen it before. 
SS: Well, allegedly her and Hillary 
are lovers. 


DY: Far out! So Bill like, jacks off 
on top of 'em. Cool, that's great. 
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SS: So are you gonna vote for 
Clinton again? Do you vote? 


FC: Bill Clinton's not gonna run for 
office. Hillary's going to run for 
office. 


DY: I haven't voted in years. 
FC: Good. 


DY: The last time І voted was for 
Reagan. As opposed to Carter. That 
was the last time I voted. And plus, 
at the time I was a punk rocker, and 
we were sort of leaning a lot more 
toward conservatism than we were 
toward the hippie kinda shit. 


FC: More right than left? 


DY: Yeah. Partially out of shock 
value, I was more into war than 
peace. But now I’m not necessarily 
that way. 


FC: Hey, on Liar right before 
"Dancing Naked Ladies," there's a 
little sound effect? Like a schlupping 
sound? Is that somebody pulling off 
a rubber or is that another effect? 


DY: I think I know what you're 
talking about, it’s my mouth. There 
were a few other sounds I made. 
When we were recording, some of 
the guys wanted to take all of that 
noise off, and fortunately the 
engineer and I said, "Well, let's 
leave this last noise." 

FC: It’s perfect. Very moist. I like 
"Perk" a lot. It’s got sort of a piratical 
feel to it, with the way the bass and 
the drums sound. 

DY: Piratical as in pirates? 

FC: Yeah, sort of a hearty, 
pegleg-hoppin’-along burlesque 
kinda thing. 

DY: We haven't played that song 


in so long I don't even remember 
what it sounds like. 


FC: About getting danced on. 
Heels grinding into the face. 
Breaking bones. 
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DY: Yeah, yeah. You know, that’s 
the only time that I've ever tried to 

purposely rip off somebody's vocal 
melody or style? 


FC: Really? Who? 


DY: Chris Isaac. From "Blue 
Hotel." But because I can't sing you 
can't really tell. 


FC: I never would have guessed. 
Now, on the back of the "Mouth 
Breather" single there's that song, 
"Sunday You Need Love." That's a 
cover, right? Who originally did that? 


DY: A German group called Trio. 
They were like a big pop/new-wave 
thing, drum machine, you know, 
that German-kinda sterile crap. But 
it's not even like it. 


FC: Like a Kraftwerk kind of thing? 
DY: Sorta kinda. 


FC: Is the original any good? 
That's a great song, the way you 
guys do it. But I’ve never heard any 
of their stuff, much less that song. 


DY: It's all right. 
FC: Do you guys play that live? 


DY: We have. We never do 
anymore though. 


Thus ends the decipherable portion 
of the tape, although the chat 
continued for some time. Mac 
McNeilly proved a generous and 
convivial backstage host. David 
Yow’s lovely second cousin Jenny 
showed up and took him by 
surprise, as he hadn't seen her since 
she was eighteen months old. The 
show turned out to be the most 
action-packed event we'd ever 
witnessed at the 9:30, with plenty of 
bruising participation between the 
audience and David Yow. 
Unfortunately Fuckin' Crites missed 
a good portion by leaving between 
encores to wander outside and 
harangue various F Street bums. Or 
were they 9:30 Club officials? 
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Born: 1963 at Watford, Hertfordshire, England 
(the same town as Elton John, he laments) 


Availability Status: Divorced; now living 
with girlfriend, journalist Anya Martin (no 
paternity suits, no children) 


Resides: Avondale Estates, Georgia, USA 


Author of: WET WORK (Berkley, 1993), 
nominated for a Bram Stoker Award, and 
THE HOUSE THAT DRIPPED BLOOD: 
MILTON SUBOTSKY AND THE STORY 
OF AMICUS PRODUCTIONS (Okami 
Publications, scheduled for release in 
1995). He is also the author of many 
works of short fiction, comics, essays, in- 
troductions, television scripts and screen- 
plays and, as a journalist, has over 350 
feature articles to his credit. His novella 
FULL THROTTLE was nominated for the 
Bram Stoker Award in 1990. 


It’s just before Halloween when Phil and I meet 
at the Grog Shop Tavern on Sycamore Street 
at the back of a small square in the center of 


And] Wor ed At The Horror Trade! 


By S. Darnbrook Colson 


downtown Decatur, Georgia, tucked around the 
corner from the subway station. Phil’s wearing 
his usual favorite black boots, jeans, and shirt 
under a burgundy jacket and long black leather 
coat. He’s about 5' 11" with broad shoulders and 
a slim 165 pounds with a deep British accent. 


The interior of the tavern is a classic dimly-lit 
neighborhood watering hole with dart boards, 
pool tables, and an old L-shaped wooden bar 
which looks like it could tell a good story or 
two. In deference to the upcoming All Hallows 
Eve, the interior is decorated with appropriately 
macabre props: spiders, cobwebs, jack 
o'lanterns.... 


“I miss the wooden sheeting that used to cover 
one of the glass doors," Phil says as we sit in his 
favorite corner spot. "It gave the place that 
downtown Beirut feel. Pd come in at midnight 
and immediately slip into an apocalyptic siege 
mentality." 


Montgomery, the owner's girlfriend, brings us 
our drinks, a Rolling Rock with a Dewars 
straight up for Phil, Black Jack Daniel on the 


rocks for me, and we get down to business. 


SDC: Phil, I believe you gained notoriety 
writing feature articles for the world’s larg- 
est horror fanzine, Fangoria. Do you still 
write for them? 


PN: | started writing for Fangoria on a 
regular basis back in 1981. How is a longer 
story and not necessarily pertinent. | 
started out working with editor Bob Mar- 
tin, who later went on to co-write movies 
such as Frankenhooker, Brain Damage, and 
Basket Case, with Frank Hennenlotter. 
After that I wrote for editor Tony 
Тітропе. But 1 haven’t written for them 
in nearly two years, including since I’ve 
moved here to Georgia. Why? Either due 
to scheduling conflicts or maybe just the 
fact that no horror film of any note has 
been filmed here in the Southeast since | 
moved here 18 months ago. My status 
with the magazine is: they want me to 
write for them but there’s nothing for me 
to do at present. [ have an open invitation 
to pitch ideas and/or write something, 
but... after 113 feature articles in 11 years 
I needed a break. 


SDC: What prompted you to emigrate to 
America? 


PN: | married an American woman, and she 
wanted to stay in New York. So I emigrated. 


SDC: After you divorced you lived in Й | 


Massachusetts. Why did you later move to 
Georgia? 


PN: Because Anya, my girlfriend, grew 
up here, and after several visits, I decided 
I liked Atlanta: there are over 75 strip 
clubs, the bars are open until 4 A.M., 
there are plenty of bookstores (some stay 
open until 2 A.M.), coffee bars, lots of 
great restaurants, movie theaters, and rock 
music venues. Besides, after living in North- 
ampton, Massachusetts for two years, 1 was 
going stir-crazy with small town America 
and needed the energy of a big city. 


SDC: Back to movies for a minute, didn't 
you script a low-budget action horror 
movie you were supposed to be co-produc- 
ing and shooting this fall? 


PN: Right. The Last Blood has been re- 


scheduled to begin shooting in February 
1995. [n fact, it was during the past sum- 
mer, that Pd come in here and write 
scenes for it. This is a perfect creative 
womb for late night brainstorming. 


"Thanks, Hugh," Phil says as Hugh Trotti 
who, with his brother Jeff, owns the place, 
personally delivers a plate of chicken fin- 
gers and mustard dip. Phil introduces me 
and tells me how when Jeff and Hugh 
bought the bar it was a beauty salon, and 
that years ago it was the shoe store where 
as kids they bought their sneakers, which 
kind of explains the strange glass display 
case in the entrance containing sand, a 
toy castle, and a shark. Phil continues, 


у “The most important 
factor is touching 

the reader, enter- 
` taining them. Pm 


"writing material that 
| want to read, and if 
others enjoy it too, 
then that's great? 


PN: Іп fact, if we were going to film The 
Last Blood here in Atlanta (it is scheduled 
for production in Florida), Pd use this 
place for the bar room scene since The 
Grog Shop was the inspiration. The scene 
I'm talking about is a particularly unpleas- 
ant one in which the audience will meet 
Jack Drake, the character ГИ be playing 
(yes, Pm also acting), and his dysfunc- 
tional gang of biological vampires. 


SDC: You were the first to interview 
Clive Barker for Fangoria. Since then, have 
you maintained contact with Mr. Barker? 


PN: Good Old Clive. What's to say 
about that first interview (one of many). 


It's reprinted in Shadows In Eden, edited 
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by Stephen Jones (Underwood Miller) 
and was conducted shortly after volumes 
4, 5, and 6 of The Books of Blood were pub- 
lished in England. The first three volumes 
had just been published in the U.S., Un- 
derworld (aka Transmutations), Barker's 
first filmed screenplay was about to play 
the London Film Festival, and by this 
point Clive and І had become good ac- 
quaintances. 

Clive and I first met on the set of Under- 
world and immediately hit it off. It turned 
out that Fangoria was one of his favorite 
mags, and we discovered a mutual passion 
for Dario Argento, Jean Cocteau, and 
Georges Franju's Eyes Without a Face. All 
of which lead us to having dinner a week 
later at a restaurant in Crouch End, North 
London, down the street from Barker's 
apartment (the same street where Peter 
Straub lived at one point while living in 
London, and where he wrote Ghost Story). 

Anyway, by this point Clive had read 
the first draft of my Underworld set report, 
which was a Raymond Chandler pastiche, 
and he was really excited. He told me I 
was too talented to just be a journalist and 
should really start writing fiction. Since I 
was on the cusp of diving into writing full- 
time, this was the shot in the arm I need- 
ed, and he made me promise to give him 
the short story I was then writing to read - 
an early draft of Churches of Desire (Bor- 
derlands 2). Critique and encouragement 
followed. And weekly dinners. And a ment- 
orship of sorts. And many, many articles 
interviews in Fango and other publications. 
The rest, as the saying goes, is history. 

Clive and 1 still talk periodically, al- 
though we haven’t spoken in over 18 
months. He’s busy doing his thing and I’m 
busy doing mine (but I don’t have 1,000 
Hollywood sycophants hanging on my ev- 
ery word, trying to take up every hour of 
my day....). 


SDC: 1 understand that you were first 
published at age 15. What was it and 
where was it published? 


РМ: 1 first wrote for Venue, a bi-weekly 
Village Voice-type regional publication in 


Britain, penning short movie reviews. 


SDC: Speaking of writing articles, tell 
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me about your famous groundbreaking 
Writers of Splatterpunk piece in Twilight 
Zone. Wasn't there а flap by Joe Lansdale 
about your lumping him in with the 
splatterpunk writers? Did you kiss and make up? 


PN: Ha! The old Twilight Zone article 
comes back to haunt me yet again. 

Then editor Tappan King and I had been 
talking for some time about me doing 
something for the magazine, but nothing 
was firm. He called me one day, suggested 
the article and asked me to write it. I 
think his choice was based on three crite- 
ria: one, he liked the material I'd written 
for Fangoria; two, he wanted someone 
young and hip to the media overlap be- 
tween horror movies, rock'n'roll, and fic- 
tion; and three, he knew that I knew 
Skipp, Spector, Schow, RC Matheson, 
etc., and was generally respected by them. 

Of all the articles I’ve written, Writers of 
Splatterpunk was substantially rewritten 
without my input, diluting/changing a lot 
of the points 1 wanted to make. Tappan 
King had his own agenda. ГА have to re- 
read the article to comment further. [s it 
worth it? Old news. Ancient history. Let 
sleeping werewolves howl.... 

Regarding Lansdale, there was no real 
problem. Joe and I like and respect each 
other both personally and professionally. 


SDC: Besides writing, you’ve also done 
some lecture tours. Anything of interest 
happen during those events? 


РМ: Lecturing was an enjoyable exper- 
ience. Unfortunately, there were no three- 
somes with cute girl students, no protests 
from irate Lesbian-Feminists concerning 
‘the pornography of violence’ tag usually 
associated with horror movies. Basically, 
what I got out of it was expense-paid trips 
where І got to talk for an hour or two, 
then go sit in a bar with some students, 
stay the night, then come home. 


SDC: Back to writing. You've been nom- 
inated twice for the Horror Writers of 
America Bram Stoker Award, not win- 
ning either time. How did that affect you? 
Were you disappointed, angry, resolved that 
the third time, if it comes, would be a charm? 
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No Bones About It. Phillip Nutman (L.) and Cartoonist Gahan Wilson (R.) discuss lung 


cancer with their old pal, Bones, at this year's World Horror Convention in Arizona. 


PN: I'd be lying if I didn’t admit to being 
mildly disappointed at not winning, but 
being nominated for an award is a nice 
feeling anyway. My first nomination - 
Best Short Story for Full Throttle - was а 
total shock as it was my second piece of 
published fiction and was nominated 
within a month of it being published. 
That blew me away, but I never expected 
to win as I was up against people like 
King, Simmons, Lansdale, etc. It was very 
cool to be in such company. Obviously, 1 
was much more disappointed at not win- 
ning Best First Novel for Wet Work. After 
all, you can only have one ‘first novel.’ 
Ultimately, though, I’m not going to lose 
sleep over the fact I didn’t win. I don’t 
write to win awards or get great reviews. 
The most important factor is touching the 
reader, entertaining them. I’m writing ma- 
terial that 1 want to read, and if others en- 
joy it too, then that’s great. 


SDC: 1 suppose your agent, Lori Perkins, 
was proud to be a part of your early ac- 
complishments. Tell me about your work- 
ing relationship with Lori and what part 
she has played in your success. 


PN: My relationship with Lori is straight 
forward. I don’t bug her unless absolutely 


necessary, and she kicks my butt when I 
need it. I’m constantly pitching ideas, and 
I trust her judgement. Lori Perkins has her 
finger on the pulse of publishing, and if I 
suggest something she'll give me a reality 
check as to whether or not she can sell it 
for a sum that makes it worth the work 
we'd both have to do. 

Lori is the reason why I sold Wet Work 
on a 26-page outline with no chapters 
written — almost unheard of for a first novel. 

At first, I didn't want to turn the short 
story into a novel. Ав far as І was con- 
cerned, Г written all I had to say about 
zombies and the living dead in the 
Romero vein. The story was a thematic 
vignette, nothing more. But about a 
month after Book of the Dead was pub- 
lished, I received a dozen or so letters and 
phone calls from readers and friends, all of 
whom said it should be a book... we want 
to know more. I was pleasantly surprised 
but not convinced. However, I mentioned 
this in passing to Lori over lunch one day, 
and she said she could sell it as a novel. 1 
was flattered but still skeptical. A month 
later І figured out how it could be extrapo- 
lated onto a wider canvas and agreed. She 
said, “Give me a 16 page outline by De- 
cember 16th and we'll sell it by the end of 
January.” This was 1989. By the second week 
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in February of 1990, Berkley bought it. 

Only one publisher turned it down — а 
month after submission, and four others 
wanted it, but requested I write the first 
100 pages before they’d sign on the dotted 
line. She held out and Berkley only asked 
me to make two minor changes in the 
outline. And that was it. 


SDC: Who was your editor at Berkley? 


Was it a positive experience? 


PN: My editor was John Talbot, and the 
experience was very positive. He made 
only a few suggestions, and those dis- 
played insight and editorial acumen. His 
background is techno-thrillers and men’s 
adventure books, so he really appreciated 
the ClA/espionage/assassin angle — he’s 
edited big names like Ken Follett — but he 
also has a feel for the darker stuff. He 
chose to edit me alongside Thomas Ligotti 
and Tom Disch. I think John bought The M.D. 
I'd really like to work with John again, 
but with the way editors play musical 
chairs at publishing houses, who knows. 


SDC: We've discussed your literary influ- 
ences. Which one, more than the others, 
influenced you most, and how and why? 


PN: Of all the writers we talked about, 
Richard Matheson has had the most influ- 
ence on me because reading І Am Legend 
was an epiphany. І devoured it in one sit- 
ting when I was eleven and it blew me 
away, and as І put it down I knew that I 
had to write novels. Once that realization 
came into focus, my future became clear. 
Stylistically, David Morrell and Ed 
McBain have had a big influence more than 
anyone else — economy of style, pacing, etc. 
Thematically, Thomas Hardy апа 
Raymond Chandler. I'm drawn to tragedy, 
doomed romanticism, and the sense that 
the universe is a harsh, uncaring place 
through which we stumble blindly, seeking to 
understand love, searching for passion, and 
trying to get a fix on our moral compass. 
Someone I should have mentioned and 
overlooked — James Ellroy. His plotting is 
so intricate and intimidating in its terrible 
beauty, reading his later novels (Clandes- 
tine, The Black Dahlia and, up to the 
present, White Jazz) is like opening a Swiss 


watch. I have learned more about plotting 
from Ellroy then any other writer І can 
think of - his work is absolutely fucking 
astounding. So what if some of it is over- 
wrought? He writes noir darker, edgier, 
and more intense than anyone on the 
planet, living or dead. A fuckin’ genius. 


SDC: І guess the last line says it all about 
Ellroy. But, Phil, with all this inspiration 
and your early success, where have the fol- 
low-up novels been? Did you lose interest 
in novels and go on to other things? 


РМ: No, I certainly haven't lost interest 
in writing novels, and in fact, Berkely 
Books will be receiving 100 pages and a 
detailed outline of Dead End Street, my latest, 
next week. 

Basically, after I turned in Wet Work 1 
had a run of bad luck and ended up work- 
ing with some very shitty people on vari- 
ous projects which got in the way of the 
real work — writing. 

There were two different magazines, 
both of which failed, which ate up a lot of 
my time. One, a supposedly slick news- 
stand magazine about horror fiction and 
film never got off the launch pad. A 
bunch of wild and crazy rich Canadian 
kids were going to do it. Initially 1 was just 
going to write a monthly column for them 
and was an Editorial Consultant. Great 
idea, bad move, waste of time. 

But I was writing fiction at the time; a 
new book, some short stories. I had two 
novels fighting for my attention. One І 
junked but may revamp one day. The 
other I wrote the first 60 pages in a white 
heat over a weekend, and then realized it 
was a book the size and scope of Dan Simm- 
ons’ Carrion Comfort, and I wasn’t ready 
to tackle something that big right then. 
I'm feeling more confident now and plan 
to block out two months of research and 
plotting time in 95 and see where it leads. 

Around this time, Anya and I agreed to 
help out a friend who was co-publishing a 
new magazine about comic books, as the 
guy who was going to edit it pulled out a 
month before the first issue was due. We 
agreed to edit the first three or four issues, 
and were doing so out of our apartment. 
Unfortunately, our friend pulled out after 
the first issue because he couldn't afford to 


“Рт drawn to tragedy, 
doomed romanticism, 
and the sense that the 
universe is a harsh, un- 
caring place through 
which we stumble 


blindly, seeking to un- 
‘derstand love, search- 
ing for passion, and 
" trying to get a fix on Ç 
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invest as much as was going to be needed 
and left us — unintentionally, І hasten to 
add — at the mercy of the other publisher 
who turned out to be a pathological liar, 
con-man, crook, and all around sleaze-bag 
who fucked us over by bankrupting the 
magazine and almost did the same to us. 
When the magazine went under, we were 
owed a very substantial amount, and be- 
cause the publication had eaten our lives 
for five months, we had no back-up plan. 

The experience prevented us from pro- 
ducing any fiction for nearly six months 
and left a vile taste in our mouths due to а 
certain person’s addiction to gambling, 
Bolivian marching powder, and thousand- 
dollar-a-night call girls. And there’s more 
but I can’t be specific because what I 
know is hearsay and Brutarian doesn't 
need a lawsuit. 

All that nearly derailed the fiction train, 
big time. 

I then lost another year due to yet an- 
other deeply disturbed person whom | 
nearly went into partnership with con- 
ceming a potential movie production 
company deal. What happened during the 
course of that was unbelievable, and 
again, I can’t tell you on the record. It’s an 
amazing story, though. 


And in the middle of all this was The Crow. 
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SDC: As in the Brandon Lee movie? 


PN: Yes. I was the first choice to write a 
novelization as creator James O'Barr's re- 
quest, and the project ended up hanging 
over my head like the sword of Damocles for 
a year and a half. And it now appears it will 
never happen unless they make a sequel, a pros- 
pect I have extremely mixed feelings about. 

Let me put all this in context. I’ve known 
James since late 1990, and we met through 
Kevin (Ninja Turtles) Eastam’s Tundra 
Publishing, Which was the reason I moved 
to Northampton, Mass. Kevin hired me as 
Director of Marketing and Promotions, a 
position I accepted for the first year of the 
company’s existence, a decision which also 
seriously impacted on my creative work 
and was responsible for a lot of delays. 

Anyway, James O'Barr had а big falling 
out with Caliber Press, his former pub- 
lisher, and Tundra (now absorbed into 
Kitchen Sink Press) had picked up the 
rights so he could finally publish the con- 
cluding installment. 

To cut a long story short, James and I 
became good acquaintances based on mu- 
tual respect for each other's work. When 
the movie went before the cameras, he 
had arrangements made for me to visit che 
set for a few days as a journalist. Out of 
this came the opportunity to pen the nov- 
elization, but two weeks later, Brandon 
was dead and everything ended up in limbo 
until January of 1994, when Miramax 
picked up the distribution rights. 

Cutting to the chase, the reason the 
novelization didn't ever come to fruition 
was basically due to timing. All in all, a 
great disappointment because I love the 
comic book, have a lot of respect for the 
movie, and really wanted to do it. The 
samples I wrote are, I feel, some of the 
best material Гуе ever put on paper. My in- 
tention was to write a real novel combin- 
ing elements from the comic which were 
not in the film, and vice versa, not some 
cheapo shit piece of hackwork which nov- 
elizations usually are. 


SDC: Tell me about the influences Peck- 
inpah, Scorsese, and the others we've 
talked about, have had on your television 
and screen writing and, for that matter, 
your writing in general. 
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PN: Those we've talked about haven't re- 
ally had a direct influence on my screen- 
writing. In terms of screenplay technique 
and style the award goes to Walter Hill — 
his scripts are very sparse, totally lean, and 
that's what I've been trying to achieve in 
my own screen work. 

Peckinpah showed me the horrific beauty 
of the Medusa called violence, but his 
shoot-outs are flights of visual fantasy. 
Scorsese's gritty violence in Mean Streets 
and Taxi Driver are more in tune with my 
approach to the subject, and I also relate 
strongly to his themes of guilt, moral am- 
biguity, and the quest for redemption. 

Cronenberg is unique and has pushed 
the envelope for on-screen horror, both 
viscerally and thematically. Horror, as Cron- 
enberg has stated, is confrontational in na- 
ture. Although I despise Pasolini’s Salo - The 

120 Days of Sodom, it is a great horror film, 
totally confrontational. For my money, his 
films Theorem and Pigsty are also horror films 
because they, too, are confrontational. 


SDC: Since there seems to be a current 
brouhaha about the organizational prob- 
lems with the HWA (Horror Writers of 
America), | wonder if you have any com- 
ments and/or opinions about it? 


PN: HWA - or Horror Wankers Associa- 
tion — as I currently сай it, is totally 
fucked right now. I mean, what organization? 

As far as the upcoming election (and it 
will probably be history by the time this 
sees print) is concerned, part of me be- 
lieves strongly that the organization could 
do with some new blood - but are the 
candidates seeking office on the 'grass 
roots' ticket running for the right reasons? 
I don't know. We'll have to wait and see, 
but I smell some real changes in the wind. 

The organization has run on good inten- 
tions for too long, but that's obviously not 
enough. The newsletter has never arrived 
in a timely fashion; the market reports are 
nearly always out of date by the time you 
get them; the annual meetings are noth- 
ing more than an excuse to sit around 
drinking with friends, and the awards cer- 
emonies usually put me to sleep. 

From my perspective, only two positives 
have emerged from the black hole of good 
intentions: the hardship fund, and former 


President Craig Shaw Gardner’s hard 
work in helping to establish an affordable 
medical insurance program. 

I became a member during the end of 
Charles L. Grant's term as president, and 
HWA seemed to be working well. Craig 
Shaw Gardner really built оп Charlie's 
work. Dennis Etchison, the current presi- 
dent, however, talked a good talk at first, 
but couldn't walk the walk. From what 1 
understand from one of the former officers 
(who resigned in frustration due to 
Etchison's inept leadership), Dennis has 
an inability to make decisions. In not tak- 
ing a stand on matters, incidents grew out 
of proportion, and rather than face the 
consequences of his inaction, he would 
basically hide. In doing so, he virtually ab- 
dicated from office. Unfortunately, Vice 
President Charles DeLint has appeared to 
do the same. Between the two of them, 
they've brought the organization to its knees. 

It's clearly time to regroup and rebuild if 
the association is going to have a future. 


SDC: | was also going to ask you if you 
had anything to rant about, but you beat 
me to the punch with the HWA business. 
I'm sure the Brutarian readers, as with my- 
self, will be looking forward to seeing you 
in your movie The Last Blood. 1 presume 
this will also be on video, so be sure to 
send me an advance screening copy. 


PN: Although The Last Blood is being 
made for under a million dollars, it's a real 
feature and isn't one step up from a stu- 
dent movie. All the key creative person- 
nel involved are experienced profession- 
als. We're shooting 35mm so there's a 
chance it might get a very limited theatri- 
cal release, but, basically, it has always 
been planned as a direct-to-video feature. 
And sure, ГИ ensure you get an advance 
screening copy. 


SDC: Thanks Phil. We're also keeping 
our fingers crossed for you on your novel 
pitch to Berkley. So, let's cut out of this 
interview and get down to some serious 
drinking. Let me tell you about my latest 
writing project.... 


PN: Like the hapless cop from Reservoir 
Dogs, I'm all ears. * 
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Vamps & Tramps 
Camille Paglia 
Vintage (1994) 


The purpose of this collection of largely ephem- 
eral essays, monologues and conversations is not 


= : to celebrate the Ше and times of the former Mrs. 
Й 72 ҒАУ? L. | B R ARY Sony Bono but to "evoke" the erotic types eschewed or 
ЖЕ / banished from the membership rolls of contemporary 


feminism. Or, in the rock idiom Ms. Paglia often em- 
ploys, to put the "мор" back into the "мор bop alu bop 
а мор bam boom." Yes, it’s a rocking and rolling cul- 
tural critique. A guerilla assault on reified academe 
with their post-modemist pretensions, their atomiza- 
tion of liberal art studies, their unholy obeisance to 
feminists and deconstructionists. 


Vamp as in tramp—not a woman of loose virtue 
but rather а поспита! (fe)male Dionysian celebrant. 
Also as in hobo—"a rover, exploring the wilderness out- 
side the status quo." The physical and the intellectual 
merged. Paglia calls this confluence, "creative duality," 
a mulligan stew consisting of a balanced blend of philo- 
sophical detachment, isolated consciousness, a sense of 
community and a consistent engagement with social is- 
sues. I’m not sure what this means exactly but if 
Camille Paglia is an exemplar of the creatively dual per- 
son I think it has something to do with daytime self-ag- 
grandizement, nighttime television viewing and the oc- 
casional lecture or art gallery perambulation on Sun- 
days. 


We are given many excuses for the appearance of 
the present volume; save the real one: Camille's file 
cabinet of previously published pieces was filled to 
bursting. There is one major new effort, "Pagan Тһе- 
ory of Sexuality," a long, provocative and often quite 
profound splenetic venting over controversial issues 
such as rape, abortion, sexual harassment and so on. 
The book reviews, there are eight of them, are witty, in- 
formed and passionate and there's a startlingly insight- 
ful take on Lawrence's Women in Love. 


N 


Unfortunately, far too much of Vamps & Tramps 
consists of minor variations or outright repetitions on 
the themes covered in the "Pagan Theory" essay. And 
all too often in transcriptions (this is supposed to be a 
multi-media book), like the dialogue between Paglia 
and that remarkable polymath, Loren Hutton, the 
author's brilliant insights are reduced to jargon and 
pointless jeremiad. But at least in that dialogue, the 
two parties attempt to talk to one another. In "Glen- 
nda and Camille Do Downtown," much of the impro- 
vised script involves Paglia screaming at an anti-porn 
group or excitedly browsing in a gay male bookstore. 
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"My Brothers in Crime, " a memoir of four gay men 
who influenced Camille is eloquent and moving. Yet 
ironically, in recounting her experiences with these epi- 
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gramatic and humorous men, Paglia unintentionally 
shows us the element so often lacking in her own work: 
the comedic. Camille can invoke the names of Joan 
Rivers, Lenny Bruce, et al. all she wants to and talk 
about "comedy [as] the best road to the truth" until 
she’s blue in the face, but all you have to do is look at 
the personal advice column she wrote for Spy magazine 
to see that this professor of the humanities couldn’t 
make you laugh if her life depended on it. Praxiteles, 
Coleridge’s Xanadu and the French Structuralist School 
are not funny. Flatulence, male-female relations and 
mean-spiritedness is. Camille, learn to stop, look and 
laugh ya knucklehead. 


Ms. Paglia is essentially a poet (and when she's on, a 
really brilliant one) who writes in prose. By poet, I 
mean one who sees and feels life in its full and absolute 
entirety and in setting down thoughts and conclusions 
is able to waken imagination and feeling in the reader. 
Camille's first and best work, Sexual Personae, was a po- 
etic reverie on the art which and the artists who inspire 
her. It was, to my mind, a profound work of genius. 
Paglia would be the first to agree with the latter but she 
claims the real purpose of the book, the thread which 
held it all together, was her injection of "lewdness, vo- 
yeurism, homoeroticism and sadomasochism into the 
entire Western high-art tradition." That is, like so 
much of Paglia's comments about herself and her place 
in feminism and the history of arts and letters, utter 
nonsense. Sometimes a cigar is just a cigar and some- 
times we read Sade and Swinburne, gaze at Botticelli 
and Beardsley, listen to Ravel and the Ramones merely 
to be titilated. And so does Paglia. That's why she was 
able to write her magnum opus. 


Unlike the "malicious, incisive, insouciant" Oscar 
Wilde whose voice she claims to adore, Camille's style 
is often shrill, histrionic and argumentative. Which is 
somewhat surprising as Oscar himself warns us that 
one should avoid, at all costs, a book that tries to prove 
anything. After all, one hundred years from now, no 
one except social historians are going to care about the 
excesses of late-20th Century feminism, but those inter- 
ested in literature will eagerly be turning the pages of a 
pungent and incisive satire of it. This is the reason 
Swift and Rabelais are still read. One must applaud 
Paglia for decrying modern aesthetic and social evils 
and for offering real solutions in the pages of newspa- 
pers and popular journals. That does not mean one 
must read her. With a tome there must be something 
more, something of lasting value to justify its publica- 
tion. The beauty of the prose, the profundity of the 
subjects, the depth of the discourse, the mordaciousness 
of the satire, the timelessness of the humor, this is what 
we expect to find in a volume of belles-lettres. Very lit- 
tle of the sublime or that which can be said to be the re- 
sult of profound contemplation is be found in Vamps Є 
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Tramps. Camille would have us reason not the reason. 
She’s a performance artist now, a "campy, semi-mythic 
diva and deranged gender-neutral entity” pontificating 
in that machine-gun staccato style of hers about what- 
ever strikes her present fancy. Which would matter not 
a jot if she didn’t invest subjects like Madonna and Prin- 
cess Di with so much meaning. (Their personae sim- 
ply cannot carry the semiotic baggage Paglia ladens on 
them.) Nor rhapsodize about otherwise uneventful mo- 
ments in popular history or in her own life - "опе of 
the supreme moments in recent popular entertainment 
was when Barbara Streisand sang Evergreen’ for ВШ 
Clinton," "Sharon Stone's performance was one of the 
great performances by a woman in screen history," "I 
struck one of the first blows for contemporary femi- 
nism in 1966 . . . by smashing a [man's] mouth against 
his teeth with a lucky hit from my gloved hand." If 
you're going to say things like this, if you're going to 
elevate the ridiculous to the sublime; best do so with a 
swagger and a knowing wink; otherwise, you're going 
to bore and exasperate your audience. No matter how 
enchantingly you string words and images and ideas to- 
gether. It's pure style in the service of the ridiculous 
and while it may work well on television and on film it 
translates quite badly to the printed page. 


—Dom Salemi 


Betty Page Confidential 
Bunny Yeager 
St. Martin's Press (1994) 


I want to report a disappearance. The Rosy- 

Breasted Pushover has been on the endangered 

species list for awhile, and now it's time to face 
facts: this delightful bird is gone for good. Nice try, 
Madonna, it couldn't have been easy in an age when a 
beautiful woman has to have not only tits and no ass 
but pecs like Johnny Weismuller. You hump and 
pump on a Soloflex and you still aren't up to shining 
Betty Page's stilettos. 


Betty Page is more than a hipster's collectible, a 
naughty flirtation to shelve along with the Esquivel re- 
cords and Viewmaster cards. She was a 7505 pinup girl 
who wanted to be an actress. She was even a Playboy 
centerfold once, in 1955. А few years later, she disap- 
peared. But her remarkable ability to be at once blush- 
ingly well-padded, twinkly, nymphlike, downtown 
slutty, utterly accessible, and perfzctly shaped put her in 
the tiny category of nonpareil entertainments. Betty 
did all of this with just a suspicion of cellulite, and an 
occasional glimpse of pubic hair. She went to a gym 
every day. Plus, she dabbled in bondage. Quite a plate- 
ful for a former Wall Street typist who carried a brick 
in her purse to ward off mashers. Now Yeager's finest 
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pinups, as well as a couple of priceless scene-setting 
photos, have been snatched out of the sweaty mitts of 
kitsch mavens and propped up on bookstore shelves 
right where we want “еп. 


Not too terribly long ago, if you looked up at the 
northwest corner of Second Avenue and 14th Street, 
you'd see second-story windows plastered with signs 
and girlie pix. That was Movie Star News, a bona fide 
soft-core pom emporium run by what the Kefauver 
Commission would have had you believe was a bona 
fide pomographer. Said Commission went on an an- 
tipromiscuity rampage іп 1955, busted store owner Irv- 
ing Klaw, and sent much of his merchandise—includ- 
ing a lot of Betty Page movies and stills—through a 
shredder. But there was enough material in other 
hands, and thanks to Greg Theakston’s adoring peri- 
odical The Betty Pages, the devotion of record geeks and 
comix fans (amply demonstrated but always in private) 
was guaranteed. 


Because Page sometimes made her living posing for 
amateur photographers’ clubs, which paid her $10 an 
hour to frolic in the sand, pictures of her by famous 
and unknown camera jocks number in the hundreds of 
thousands. (In the introduction, Buck Henry claims 
Weegee made a pass at Betty when she was in a bath- 
tub, and she smacked him one.) But it took Bunny 
Yeager, a Playboy photographer who could have made a 
decent pinup herself, to bring out the best in Betty. In 
the mercifully short text, Yeager explains how the rela- 
tionship worked, crediting the unfaked glee with which 
Betty did her job. And in 59 8 x 10 photos, eight cen- 
terfold spreads, and a whole herd of wallet-size snaps, 
Betty does the rest. 


Despite Kefauver's best efforts, some of Page’s mov- 
ies are still around on CD-ROM. A flick like French 
Garter Fight, Joyful Dance by Betty, ог Peppy Graceful 
Dance wouldn’t even budge the needle on most peo- 
ple’s naughtiness meters. But for fans of the natural fe- 
male physique, Klaw’s sotto voce advertising pitches 
such as, "Our latest High Heel movie featuring beauti- 
ful model Betty Page WAS MADE SPECIALLY TO 
PLEASE YOU," promise heaven оп а bun. The bond- 
age flicks that have recently made an appearance in 
Manhattan bars may be Page’s most requested work, 
but the equipment fights for top billing with the star. 
It’s rather like seeing a curvy quarter horse filly sweat- 
ing under a parade saddle. 


How much wilder is Betty unfettered and un- 
adomed, with maybe just a pair of rolled stockings and 
a light coating of baby oil. Her nude but never naked 
how-do-you-do, her perfect skin of indeterminate 
color, and the way she doesn't try to simultaneously 
stick out her rear, hide her crotch, and sell that G-string 
are evidence of a homey old concept in bodies that's 
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ripe for rediscovery. No one part of a girl is more im- 
portant or more worth looking at than another, but 
butt pride never goes out of fashion, and you don't 
look good bare without a smile. What a lot of Betty 
there is! I love them all. 


--5а/у Eckhoff 


A Stranger in This World 
Kevin Canty 
Doubleday (1994) 


The ten stories in Kevin Canty's debut pulse and 
wiggle on the page like the ganglia of exposed 
nerve endings. 


You want grit? Canty gives you enough to grind 
down tooth enamel. Most pieces start on the outside— 
appearances, the way things look on the surface—and 
then slowly, seductively immerse the reader in the toxic 
psychological stew that simmers inside the emotionally 
overheated characters. 


From the outset, we are shoved face first into a se- 
ries of squirmy situations: a frantic teen repeatedly se- 
ducing a mentally retarded girl despite his fears of be- 
ing discovered; a stoned white-trash fifteen year old life- 
guard at a posh country club screws up big-time not 
once but twice (getting away with it initially); a 
mother rescuing her toddler son from suffocating him- 
self with a cellophane mask ("You little bastard . . . I 
can’t even talk on the phone for one minute.") and in 
that moment realizing she despises him; and the title 
story wherein a thirty-something woman sees—iiter- 
ally, physically—her dead husband of fourteen years 
("even the same long hands . . .") in her bland boy- 
friends’ black sheep, "politely drunk" brother. 


I have to admit that I skipped one story: "Dogs." 
Once I read the opening lines, "Let's say things stop 
working for you. Let's say you run out of money in a 
city that doesn't know you, and the only job they find 
for you is killing dogs on the night shift, " I had to 
pass. But this kind of flat, declarative opener putting 
you immediately inside the head of some down-and- 
outer's desperate life is typical of the alarming kick-off 
of these tales. 


Canty's lean, simple sentences just keep coming at 
you—one after the other after the other—jackhammer- 
ing your brain with a relentless intensity. He neither 
praises nor condemns, merely records. His voice, spare 
and emotionally neutered, and his haunting contrasts 
between life as it is and life as it could be, remind one, 
inevitably, of the late Raymond Carver. But Canty’s 
sparse cantos are augmented by lushly sensual riffs 
("Outside was blood-warm, bathtub-warm, ten millon 


bugs off in the пірім”) and his characters seem somehow fuller than 
Carver’s, more complete; thus, the readers’s emotional stake in their weird 
travails is higher - so, although you really can’t empathize with Canty’s 
protagonists, you can’t help traipsing around after them. 


VUGEN 


The Moming After —Sex, Fear 


and Feminism —Doug Rennie 


Katie Roiphe 


Once upon a time a young 
woman went looking for freedom 
in the feminist movement and 
couldn't find it anywhere. Even 
though the search took her 
through the hallowed halls of 
Harvard and Princeton. With a 
voice devoid of bitterness and 
cant, Roiphe shows us how a 
movement unfettered, unen- 
gaged and uncriticized has been 
able to legislate male-female re- 
lations, significantly put the 
clamps on artistic expression, al- 
ter behavior in an amazing num- 
ber of individuals and finally, to 
demand that the male of the spe- 
cies be held accountable for sub- 
conscious thought and action. 
And with the latter we're talking 
about the transformation of real- 
ity itself. The irony of this seems 
to be lost on the likes of Greer, 
Brownmiller, Wolf, et al. but the 
greater, more profound, indeed 
tragic irony endemic to the new 
feminism is the insanity at the 
heart of it all. Forthis fragile 
philosophical construct is predi- 
cated on the notion of woman as 
weak, passive, vulnerable, help- 
less before even the intrinsic vio- 
lence of the "male gaze;" a sup- 
position which would have horri- 
fied the "free thinkers" of the six- 
ties. But to admit this, Roiphe 
explains, is to admit defeat, so 
the enlightened allow Catherine 
MacKinnon to wage her war on 
pornography and politely ignore 
the fact that her fight asks us to 
regard women as children and 
men as monkeys. And the eru- 
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Better Than Sex: Confessions of a Political Junkie Trapped 
Like А Rat in Mr. 811۲۰ Neighborhood 

Hunter S. Thompson 

Random House (1994) 


Hunter Thompson is a role model to many Brutarians, myself in- 
cluded, so what comes next hurts like hell. Thompson gave us so 
many things: The basics of gonzo journalism, the best tour guide 
to Las Vegas ever written, and a road map to presidential elections which 
should be required reading for every snotty Poly-Sci major who thinks he 
can get a candidate into the White House. Thompson taught all the bor- 
derline sociopaths on the high school and college newspaper staffs that 
murder can be fun but character assassination was forever. And while 
Thompson may not have been the guy who destroyed Nixon's political са- 
reer he was the one who held the stake over the coffin and yelled, "Fuck 
this: I say we nail the shitsucker's foot down and watch him run in circles 
at daybreak." No, he wasn't a god, but a better thing: he was the writer 
who murdered gods. With justification and with the best intentions. Be- 
cause the gods had been bowling with our heads for far too goddamned 
long. 


It is with this knowledge that I come to bury Thompson, and not to 
praise him. You would too if you had just read this thing. It sucks farts 
from dead cats. As a friend and editor once told me about John Lydon, 
one of the saddest things in the world is a revolutionary when the revolu- 
tion's won, and a gonzo journalist who no longer knows how to hit the 
bull’s-eye. 


Better Than Sex isn’t just a bad book, it’s a ripoff. Ostensibly a collec- 
tion of pieces on the 1992 presidential election, it begins as a weak imita- 
tion of Fear and Loathing: On The Campaign Trad ’72 and mutates into 
something else. Something far weaker. Page after page of the book is 
filled with Hunters fax notes to such luminaries as James Carville, CNN 
reporter Ed Turner, and ої Mr. Bill hisself, and we learn absolutely noth- 
ing about the political process. Or anything of significance. We do dis- 
cover, however, that a man pushing sixty who used to be at the top of the 
journalistic heap is now reduced to sending off deranged gibberish mas- 
querading as advice to complete strangers. And that he is willing to let 
this nonsense be reprinted in book form and sold to a generation of read- 
ers who were in diapers when Hunter was bestriding the world like a co- 
lossus. 


It's not that I expected perfection, but at least I could have gotten my 
money’s worth. Thompson’s earlier work is still extremely readable: 
Hells Angels is one of the best bits of objective underground journalism 
ever whipped together, and Fear and Loathing In Las Vegas is as howlingly 
funny today as it was when it first graced Rolling Stone’s pages in serial 
form. Better Than Sex though, has little to recommend it other than as an 
inadvertent portrait of a talented writer in serious decline. Thompson’s 
tale of how he ran for sheriff in Aspen, Colorado as originally printed in 


RS (and reprinted іп The Great Shark Hunt) is a lucid and informative 
guide for young subversives planning to buck the two-party system, while 
the follow-up in Better is a disjointed rant that makes no sense whatsoever 
to anyone not intimately familiar with the preceding story. 


And that’s the way it all goes down: the Thompson gonzo Zeal - fic- 
tionalizing events so that nobody can tell what’s the real story and what’s 
the tall tale - has degenerated into a cesspool of bluster reeking of egoistic 
excess. Still, writers should never be told to retire: we're a vain breed and 
we live for the attention we get for seeing our work in print. Thus it is 
with the deepest sadness and self-loathing that I ask that the good Doctor 
please refrain from typing and take it easy for a while. You have the 
money and the fame. You can rest now and let a new battalion of literary 
warriors take on the forces of stupidity and cowardice. Your reputation is 
secure. So we're all going to forget that we ever even heard about an 
abomination entitled Better Than Sex. 


—Paul T. Riddle 


The Mortician’s Assistant 
Rick DeMarinis 
Norton (1994) 


Iam sitting in the dark backseat of the Packard reading comic books 
and thinking about Death while my folks take a breather in a roadhouse 
called the No Tomorrow. We are in Gallup, New Mexico. It is 1948. 


A few pages and five years later, 18-year old Ozzie Santee is embracing 
his girl friend in the "cold room" of her dad’s mortuary French-kissing 
next to the corpse of an old woman. 


So begins The Mortictan’s Assistant by Rick DeMarinis, among the best 
American writers of lunk-headed, semi-endearing adolescent fantasy 
you've never heard of. 


Trust me: DeMarinis, a former Montanan now living, teaching and 
writing in E] Paso, is a masterful storyteller, a marvelous craftsman particu- 
larly adept at spinning coming-of-age yarns—or, in Ozzie's case, an avoid- 
ing coming-of-age story. 


Imagine a kid fresh out of high school who listens to crazy music 
which incites fans to jump the stage at concerts, thinks all adults are in- 
comprehensible and who feels he has zero control over his life. That’s Oz- 
zie, whose future presages an adulthood of "eye pins and waste pumps" 
working as an assistant to a big-bucks San Diego undertaker, and settling 
down with the stiff-stuffer's juicy, scheming daughter and the four kids, 
station wagon, and secure, boring suburban existence which she has al- 
ready blueprinted for the both of them. 


Uh-uh, not yet baby, says Ozzie, to whom "life was something that 
was easy to use up carelessly, like so much high-test gasoline. You got 
one free tank, no refill" So he takes off with his pals on a binge of motor- 
cycling, body surfing, cheap tequila and Tijuana whorehouses in an at- 
tempt to postpone his future as long as he can. Eventually, though, the 
hormones kick in, Ozzie starts thinking with his glands—he is haunted by 
visions of those "aspiring breasts" and past moments when "my trapped 
crotch pulsed against her weight"—figures what the hell, and buys an en- 
gagement ring. His father-in-law-to-be sets the date for the young cou- 
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dite give space in the literary 
journals to Andrea Dworkin's in- 
sane diatribes against men and 
her equation of heterosexual 
coupling with murder. Where 
will it end? Roiphe's lucid expo- 
sition of the evils of this growing 
fascism doesn't suggest it will be 
anytime soon, but she gives us 
hope. All of us. Male and fe- 
male. 


Little Brown (1993) 


Barrel Fever 
David Sedaris 


Readers who like their irony 
Stirred with a twist of the weird- 
to-the-edge-of-perverted will get 
off grandly by romping around in 
this zany collection of a dozen 
stories and four equally wacky 
essays (though it's tough to tell 
which is which) which harpoon---- 
with detached, delicious, and 
deadly wit----subjects such as re- 
covering alcoholics, the current 
epidemic of victim complexes, 
sanctimonious nonsmokers, writ- 
ing for Giantess, a softcore 
porno sci-fi mag whose editor de- 
mands women characters so 
huge that "their nipples are the 
size of manhole covers," and to- 
day's maddening overuse of 
words like "empowerment" and 
"rage." Good places to start: 
"Glen's Homophobia Newsletter, 
Vol. 3, No. 2" a chronicling of the 
narrator's peeved response to 
being harassed after attempting 
(unsuccessfully) to seduce а 
meaty Kwik Stop clerk with "ath- 
letic scholarship written all over 
his broad, dullish face"; and 
"SantaLand Diaries," Sedaris' 
droll account of his demeaning 
part-time job as a Christmas elf 
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іп Macy's----during which һе (all 
the while dressed in green vel- 
vet, tights, and pointed cap) ex- 
changes insults and threats 
with boorish shoppers, is hit on 
by a fellow elf in the dressing 
room, and discovers that Santa 
is an anagram for Satan... 
Imagine a gay Dave Barry. 
With fangs. 


Little Brown (1993) 
Doug Rennie 


Hank —The Life Of Charles 
Bukowski 


Neeli Cherkovs 


Now that the poor guy's dead 
no one seems to want to talk 
about him much less read a bi- 
ography. Which is a shame as 
this hagiography is well-written, 
carefully nuanced and ex- 
tremely readable. No, it 
doesn't get into the beat of 
Hank's guts. You don't feel 
what it was like to drink your- 
self into a state of beatitude 
and write those often transcen- 
dent poems while Mozart's Re- 
quiem was alighting from a bat- 
tered portable radio. Nor how 
difficult it was to walk around 
knowing you were the (possi- 
bly) ugliest man in LA. And the 
analysis of the vast body of 
work is, to put it kindly, rather 
threadbare. But you do get a 
sense of the "there," the L.A. 
netherworld Mr. Bukowski 
flopped in. And best of all, 
Cherkovski knows when to 
shut up and let the poetry or 
prose or simply old Buke him- 


self tell the story. 
Random House (1991) 


ple, says welcome to the business son, and Ozzie soon finds himself on a 
carcer track as a coffin salesman. 


With wit and energy, DeMarinis serves up a high-calorie wedge of 
teen angst which is at once retro and current—toss out the pressures to 
get married and Ozzie's woes could easily be those of any member of Gen- 
eration X—suggesting, in the process, that young adults of every genera- 
tion see themselves eternally at odds with society. 


Set against the backdrop of the Korean War and the Red Scare; of 
Gogi Grant "You Belong to Ме" (see tbe pyramids along the Nile . . .), 
Tuesday nights with Uncle Milty, Richard Burton’s debut in The Robe; of 
"gleaming chrome engines and metallic paint and the roar of glasspack 
mufflers," The Mortictan’s Assistant evokes adolescence in the Fifties in the 
same richly-textured way that the author’s wonderful The Year of the Zinc 
Penny (1989) recreated the Los Angeles homefront during world War II. 
And once you've ripped through these two exercises you'll want to dig up 
DeMarinis' acclaimed short story collections, Tbe Coming Triumph of the 
Free World (1988) and The Voice of America (1991) both of which offer 
equally touching and hilarious three dimensional day trips back into the 
not-so-distant past free of gooey sentimentality and nostalgic fog. 


—Doug Rennie 


Sefiorita Sin 
Pleasant Gehman 
Incommunicado Books (1994) 


Well, if the cover of this slim volume of poetry and short stories 
with it’s photo of the author in dishabille, the body set in a saucy 
and provocative pose, the back toward us in a bravura display of a 
marvelously shapely, preposterously capacious ass, isn’t a dead giveaway as 
to what Ms. Gehman is about, the nom de plume certainly is. "Pleasant" 
is a synonym for "enjoyable" and "Gehman" is the phonetic equivalent of 
"gamine." The latter from the French, denoting an ill-bred girl So, Pleas- 
ant is telling us, in no uncertain terms, that she's an "amusing hoyden." 


Now I don't know too many trashy tomboys and the ones I have met 
aren't worth the time of day but I believe Pleasant is different. And it's 
got nothing to do with the pic adorning the front of the paperback (well 
maybe a little, that and the snapshot of her decked-out as a dissolute Mexi- 
cali Rose on the back) and everything to do with what I've read and re- 
read. 


I think it'd be a lot of fun to go bar hopping with Pleasant. She likes 
to go to dives and look. Really look. Not criticize. Spending an after- 
noon with her, walking hand in hand strolling along Melrose Avenue 
would, more than likely, be a gas. Even if we couldn't afford to buy too 
much. And if we had any money at all, we wouldn't go to Europe. We'd 
criss-cross the country touring all of it’s amusement parks and, after they 
shut down in the early hours of the evening, hit a bohemian cafe or two 
and listen to fashion casualties histrionically reciting dreadful poetry and 
meaningless tales of self-abasement. Through it all there'd be fabulous 
conversation. Like Lou's "Wild Child" we'd speak of movies and verse 
and how Mickey Rourke's career's gone from bad to worse. Of our lives 
and our dreams. And how things aren't always what they seem. Like me, 


pretending I’m the composer of "Some Kinds Of Love." Pleasant would 
tell me to shut up and talk to her the way Га talk to anyone else. 


This is the reason Señorita Sin works: its candor, its refusal to make 
the grand statement, to recognize instead, the richness of the sharply ob- 
served banality. The drab, the wanton, the hopeless; they too possess a 
singular beauty; they too can lead one to something valuable. Sometimes 
an epiphany. Usually a heightened sense of reality. If, like Gehman, a 
writer knows where to look. The looking takes great patience. That's 
what comes through so much of this: A canny kind of forbearance. 


Surprising attributes in a poet-rocker-artist (Га stick with word stack- 
ing, honey) who appears to take great pride in getting her work published 
in hip publications. I mean, I could be a little off base here, but I don't 
think Sylvia Plath would have been too pleased if her verse had graced the 
pages of Flipside much less industry mouthpieces like The Hollywood Re- 
porter. So I'm not sure how seriously Pleasant expects us to take her but I 
feel that might be the point to all of this. When you've taken a lot of 
drugs, drunk vast quantities of booze, slept with a lot of nutty men and 
worked far too many midnight shifts at far too many unglamorous jobs 
you either wind up crazy or something like Pleasant. In other words, I’m 
not sure exactly what her dissolute lifestyle has actually done to her but it 
has given her work nuance, a sly deprecating humor, a well-developed 
sense of irony and yes, an effective declassé diction. 


pockmarks and boils 

oozing іп the glaring sunlight 

mouths agape 

creatures with large 

bydrocephalic heads 

lolling on their shoulders 

lumber forward in a clumsy dance 

Disneyland can be a brutal place on ballucinogenics 


Gehman can make you burn with passion for the cheap things in life. 
She inspires drinking to excess, masturbation before full length mirrors, a 
celebration of the tawdry and useless. Laugh if you want at an unem- 
ployed LA unknown whose idea of a good time is having sex behind a 
dumpster while drunk on Four Roses, this lady knows how to put words 
together - what images to deploy, what resonates as metaphor, what 
sounds make sense. Even though it's in the service of that which we nor- 
mally don't associate with verse: 


... a Culture 

built on two hundred years of destruction 
. . . a disposable product 

loud voices and 

bad polyester pants suits 


Still, if you want to get through to the MTV-X-Generation how can 
you sing of anything else? Ezra said as much more than a half century ear- 
lier. Didn't he? We're a botched civilization, a bitch gone in the teeth. 

I don't want to read about falling autumnal leaves precipitating an existen- 
tial crisis. I'd. rather listen to a hymn to the funhouse. Now almost gone. 
Remnants in Wildwood, New Jersey and scattered sites in superannuated 
towns in western Pennsylvania with their: 
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The Waste Land Facsimile and 


Transcript 


T. S. Eliot 


Buddhist meditation? A literary 
limning of society's disintegra- 
tion? A personal autobiography? 
An allegory of spiritual rebirth util- 
izing the Grail legend as an infra- 
structure? It is impossible to say 
just what Eliot means but no one 
would dispute that The Waste 
Land is the most famous, if not 
the greatest, piece of verse pub- 
lished in the Twentieth Century. 
This edition presents the poem in 
its original form. And it's quite 
bad. Even the original title is ri- 
diculous, all wrong ----"He Do The 
Police In Different Voices" in- 
deed. But as Pound observes, 
the more we know of Eliot the bet- 
ter. Why? Because he made 
every word count. So to watch 
him excise lines, toss out pages 
most poets would have given 
their left arms to write, accept 
withering criticism from the likes 
of Ezra Pound and his dotty first 
Wife is to get a literary education 
beyond words. Instruction which, 
in turn, begins to unlock the mys- 
teries and complexities of the 
work itself. What we learn: art is 
impossibly hard work. To fashion 
it one must learn the "art" of giv- 
ing, sympathizing and finally, con- 
trolling. Ironically, Pound, the 
purer poet of the two, the one 
who helped shaped so much of 
Eliot's "rhythmical grumbling" and 
was later saluted by T. S. asthe 
poem's better maker, seems 
never to have learned this. You 
the aspiring bard can, and in mak- 
ing this beginning find your end. 
With both hands. 

Harcourt Brace (1991/94) 
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. . . pitch black mazes and mirrored 
halls 


reeking of stale cotton-candy 

and grease from the motors of the 
fans 

that blew girls’ dresses up 

a smell of musty decay and peeling 
day-glo paint 

The spook and fun emporiums. 
Metaphors for a world gone mad. 


You're right. That's too easy. They're signs of a 
world gone inconsequential Where the pedestrian and in- 
significant pass for art, poetry, or beauty. Where gibber- 
ish is given meaning. Gehman doesn’t so much celebrate 
this phenomenon as immerse herself in it. And in doing 
so the yearning for its opposite makes itself felt: the de- 
sire for the transcendent, the irreplaceable, the soft voices 
dying with a dying БЇЇ. You read a poem like "Нопк- 
town" and sure, Pleasant is burning for an Ozzie and Har- 
riet kind of backwater pastoral, yet the verse is stuffed so 
full of prosaic imagery it takes on a kind of absurdist 
irony. And it’s not an accident, the images are too ridicu- 
lous, too comical to be fortuitous. Life no longer imitat- 
ing art but anti-art. Gehman helps you understand this 
because, despite the distorted reflections in the funhouse, 
she sees it all quite clearly. 


—Dom Salemi 


Unnatural Acts 
Lucy Taylor 
Richard Kasak (1994) 


Horror fiction has, finally, given us something new 

and interesting. And a little unusual. So unusual, 

even the publisher has trouble getting a handle on 
what’s going on under the covers. We are told, in the 
breathless introduction, that Lucy Taylor is "about" ter- 
ror, terror rooted not in fantasy but in the bedrock of re- 
ality. 


But really, that’s not even close. Ms. Taylor’s work, 
judging from the few pieces in this fascinating and com- 
pellingly readable short story collection, is "about" sex. 
Sex which has little to do with reality. Or someone else’s 
fantasy. That’s what will keep future generations, and 
you, coming back to Unnatural Acts. No, the rubbing 
and sucking of genitals here has almost nothing to do 
with fulfillment or poetic expression breaking through the 
confines of the ego. Instead, L.T. is rooting around in 
her own deranged head, giving free play to the sybarites 
of the id. Things darker, stranger and far more perni- 
cious than are dreamt of in our phylogeny. 
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Take the novella "The Safety Of Unknown Cities." 
Taylor gives us a wealthy, jaded protagonist sojourning in 
a phantasmal Sodom unimagined by the writers of the 
Pentateuch. Presented for your delectation: scenes rich in 
depravity, nauseating tableaux vivants, scents and sights 
impossibly abandoned ... То по end. For no purpose. 
Nothing is learned. Nothing is proved. The road of ex- 
cess leads to the palace of wisdom. Not here. We die 
and there is no rebirth. The heady poetry of Huysmans 
and Lautreamont assails our memories for a moment. 
Then vanishes and is gone. 


Taylor loves sex. Not the way an eighteen year old 
does, when the perpetual tumescence of the sexual organ 
is an endless source of fascination, of experiment, of fan- 
tasy. No, Taylor embraces the auto-succubal instincts of 
a maligned sensibility ardently objecting to the insidious 
onset of middle-age. This is wilful self-abasement as re- 
lease from the constraints of hierarchy, the slow decline 
of prowess, the demise of physical beauty, the slow, cruel 
Slice of the sublime. Violence self-inflicted as protest 
against the constrictions of correctness, the mind numb- 
ing dictates of utilitarianism. Sadean philosophy in the 
mouth of the unterfrau. 


Unnatural Acts eschews irony and is more potent for 
the lack. Themes are few but Taylor is "about" the vis- 
ceral, pure sensation, the boundaries separating pain 
from pleasure. That’s why the storyline, or the plotting, 
at times, becomes secondary, inconsequential. The dread, 
the revulsion accompanying sex is what is primary. So 
Taylor can mess up the telling and telegraph the ending 
in "Flamethrower" and it doesn’t matter. Of course we 
know from the get go that our protagonist, a wrestler 
known as The Servant Of Satan, is going to meet his 
"maker" and we recognize immediately that the impossi- 
bly shapely girl with the cloven hoof is the debil So 
what? The fucking is kinesthetic, fascinatingly revolting, 
hyperreal: 


She lifted her bead, tongue wagging, and 
slicked his cockhead with saliva until they were 
connected in yet another way, a glistening 
string of spit joining dick and lower lip. And 
the coitus with two of the wrestler's friends, ті- 
diculously obscene: When McCauley flipped 
her over and reamed her ass, yanking on her 
hair like a rodeo rider clinging onto the mane 
of a bronco while her big boobs flopped and 
smacked against her chest like udders . . . 
Hacksaw walked around and plugged her face 
with his nine incher . . . when Hacksaw came, 
he spewed jism in a long arc that actually spat- 
tered the TV screen four feet away. 


This is embarrassingly juvenile; it could have been 
written by the Mentors, but despite its ungainliness it 
works. Pro wrestlers, horror fans and most men DO 
think like this. Alright, it's not great writing; and it's cer- 


tainly not terribly profound, still, it gets and then 
holds your attention the way most shithouse graf- 
fiti sears itself into the memory. 


And whatever bones you have to pick with 
the lady’s prose style, there’s no arguing with the 
fact that she knows how to keep you turning the 
pages. "Idol," а tale of a homosexual hustler’s ob- 
session with a wrestler who we discover, much to 
our delight, ain’t called The Python for nothing, 
is an exemplar of depraved inventiveness. 


Even "Baubo's Kiss," the most poetic of the 
lot, ostensibly a celebration of Dionysian love, of 
the сата! at its most abandoned, is imbued with 
a tempering streak of revulsion. The regret and 
disgust of the furtive masturbator. Orgasm as 
willful debilitation, psychic mutilation. 


A woman lifted up her breast and suckled 
from her own nipple while with her other 
hand she milked the semen from the penis of 
her partner. А dog joined in the fray, 
aroused and thrusting at the dancer's legs. 
Some women dropped onto their hands and 
knees and vied to suck the canine’s crimson 
stalk. 


Taylor can’t help herself; she wants to screw, 
to let her imagination run wild but she cannot es- 
cape censure. So the subconscious is murdered 
through the character, yet because the dark side is 
limned so effortlessly and efficaciously, the reader 
comes to empathize, to see the neuroses as his 
own. Thus, psychic murder becomes an assault 
on our own consciousness; a painful, unnerving 
cerebral spavin in which we luxuriate. It’s our at- 
tenuated nerves projected in hideously graphic 
patterns on a slightly soiled screen: 


With razors and with small, thin-bladed 
knives, they sliced off tiny portions of them- 
selves and popped these awful delicacies into 
their mouths, chewing with ecstatic sighs, 
while the men’s erections hardened into steel- 
like batons, and sex ran down the women’s 
legs as copious as urine. They paused in feast- 
ing only long enough to rut against each 
other's blood-streaked skins before returning to 
the next course in their macabre meal. 


No, it’s not Poe. Or even Lovecraft. But the 
enthusiasm in the diction, the strong desire in the 
beat, the brutal simplicity of the prose, the com- 
pulsion to offend, to disgust, makes it infec- 
tious, irresistible. Lucy Taylor is in touch with 
that secret part of herself. We applaud her de- 
scent. 


—Dom За/еті 
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i, kids! It’s Ozzy here. Taking over this 

issue’s installment for Onan who fi- 
nally had to have that operation on his 
wrist. Gosh! What a surprise! Who 
would’ve ever thought that masturbating 
seventeen times a day would result in re- 
petitive motion injury? Obviously not 
Onan. When he gets out ГИ talk to him 
about brain damage too. The kind which 
might result from an intellectual diet of 
sleazy soft core flicks and no literature. 
Okay, yell at me all you want to. It’s like 
water off a duck’s back to me! That’s right, 
I could give a rat’s ass how much The 
Cramps or famed mystery writer Max Allan 
Collins or Johnny Legend or Frank 
"Frankenbooker" Henenlotter loves all this 
nonsense; it can't disguise the fact that 
most of these flicks are little more than 
abysmal, inconsequential dreck. Still, I 
have managed to find a few entertaining fea- 
tures from (һе pile of dross through which 
I’ve been forced to forage. Girls, you сап 
express your heartfelt gratitude by sending 
me either nude photos or a dirty letter. 
Please do not forget to include your phone 
number. Guys, just send money. No of- 
fense, but you just don't do it for me. In 
any case, read on, what follows is important. 
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(d) Jean Rollin (1971): Pointless and meander- 
ing French art project disguised as an erotic 
horror film. But that's surrealism, baby. Two 
hot, pouty, baby-faced nymphets on the run 
from a costume party stumble onto a haunted 
chateau filled with chained naked women, re- 
tarded menservants, a dominatrix, a female 
vampire in training and the last (un)living 
bloodsucker in Christendom. While the latter 
debates whether to honor his guests with the 
"blessed malediction" and so perpetuate his 
race, we are treated to lots of slow pans over 
breasts and buttocks. Being either whipped, 
slobbered over or caressed. Rollins' mise en 
scene is surprisingly competent—many of the 
sequences veering dangerously close to poetry 
with their high key color compositions and am- 
bient lighting—and his decision to eschew dia- 
logue and narrative coherence for atmosphere 
lends the whole enterprise an air of genuine 
creepiness. A shame though that the se- 
quences of unbridled and unabashed lubri- 
cousness are given play only for a few tanta- 
lizing moments. With bodies like the ones 
Jean recruited for this flick, more, rather than 


less exposure, should have been the rule of 
come er, I mean thumb. (Something Weird) 


(d) Tomo Akiyama (1994): This silly Japanese 
flick is about as sophisticated as an Ultraman 
episode but it does have something going for 
it that I found far more interesting than extra- 
terrestrial anteaters: naked fifteen year old 
girls. Tons of 'em. Wait, it gets better. See 
they're attending this fascist prep school 
where they aren't allowed to talk to the boys 
or smile or do anything fun at all and when 
they break the rules (which is almost impossi- 
ble not to do since there are so many) they 
have their blouses and pants ripped off by sa- 
distic bamboo cane wielding teachers or this 
black-capped gold-face jester devil who runs 
the whole shebang. The boys are tortured 
too. By a leather clad red-headed hot poker 
wielding dominatrix but we don't really care 
about the boys do we? No, of course not. 
Still, I know you're asking yourself about now, 
well Oz, how do any of the kids survive? Re- 
member how I told you to wait because my 
story was going to get better, well here's bet- 
ter: the pubescents come through because 
they're protected by a naked adolescent fe- 
male ninja with supernatural powers. Exactly 
why and when she appears makes little sense 
but after a couple of reels or so this vicious 
vixen appears a lot and when she flashes bush 
look out because that means she's going to 
put this magical vagina lock on your ass and 
baby, when that happens, it's lights out, the 
party's over. One question: Okay, the Japs 
have grown up and decided not to digitalize 
depictions of pubic hair, why then the sudden 
reticence over derrieres? It's a shame because 
Ithink most guys and lesbo gals, if they had to 
choose, would rather see heinie than un- 
parted vaginie. (Miami Video Search) 
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(d) Joseph F. Robertson (1967): So you won- 
dered why Tim Burton ended Ed Wood with 
Johnny Depp sitting in the Pantages watching 
the world premiere of Plane Nine From Outer 
Space. Well, it’s because he couldn’t bear to 
show you what Uncle Eddie would later be- 
come. The makers of this post nudie-cutie ob- 
viously had no such compunctions. They took 
Wood in all his fat greasy-haired alcoholic obe- 
sity forced him to strip and reveal to the world 
a frightfully ungainly tummy and an even un- 
gainlier ass. Then they put him in a pink frou- 
frou and white pumps and made him lick a 
woman's boots while the camera cut from his 
vomit-coated tongue to his swaying sweating 
shanks. Meanwhile, in the back room an orgy, 
which Wood started in his guise as a profes- 
sional fashion photog, was allowed to con- 
tinue. Eddie appears to be having fun so you 
probably will too. Especially if your idea of a 
good time is watching nude girls writhing, 
pouting or attempting to upstage a besotted 
histrionic transvestite. (Something Weird) 


(d) Byron Elliott (1966): Y would daresay that 
this film was pretty daring in its day and today 
to admit to liking it would be akin to commit- 
ting an auto-da-fe. Sharon is a sociopathic sec- 
retary who leads men on and just when they 
are ready to make love, screams rape. Her 
first lover is sent to reform school. The sec- 
ond quits his job and runs away. The third 
gets so frustrated he attempts to ravage a 
stranger and gets shot to death. The fourth, a 
young mod singer, remembers the 
Nietzschean maxim about not visiting women 
unless you have a whip and tames schizy 
Sharon by beating the crap out of her. Then 
he turns her out and we fade with our heroine 
walking off with a john. Admittedly, it’s hard 
to sing the praises of a picture that on the sur- 
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face appears so relentlessly misogynist. But 
David Friedman’s (he wrote the screenplay and 
most probably pseudononymously directed) in- 
sistence that top-billed Stacey Walker doff her 
clothing in almost every scene makes it difficult 
for us to turn away and, in the final analysis, re- 
veals the seedy sexism to be something of a mi- 
rage. Ms. Walker with her languorous sullen 
expression, small breasts and wide dimpled 
derriere is a flawed pin-up, a fantasy marred by 
too much reality, the atavistic dream at the 
heart of the male psyche. And when you’re 
plumbing at this depth, the depiction of both 
pain and pleasure become irrelevant, meaning- 
less, unessential. Primitive, priapic man does 
not concern himself with whether woman is 
getting whipped or caressed, raped or wor- 
shipped, punched or kissed. There is no poli- 
tics, no right or wrong in the imagination. 
Only naked flesh. Nude, imperfect skin. You 
can’t daydream over a Reubens or the girls in 
Playboy. That's fairy tale stuff. But you can 


get pretty hot and bothered when a rather non- 
descript young woman lets her skirt ride up on 
her legs in a restaurant. Which is why Fried- 
man often insists on filling the frame with 
some imperfect portion of Walker's anatomy. 
And why I'd rather watch this flick than almost 
any X-rated film currently available for rental at 
my local video store. (Something Weird) 


(d) Jason Makendale (1994): Sort of a video 
companion to 75e Bare Facts, this composite 
of purloined nude scenes from Hollywood 
movies is both highly entertaining and rather 
arousing. I don't know about you, but I'd 
much rather see the highlights of flicks like Ba- 
sic Instinct and Body of Evidence than have to 
sit through them again just to get to the nasty 
bits. And speaking of nasty, wait till you see 
the vintage loops involving Joan Crawford, 
Marilyn Monroe and Jayne Mansfield (No, not 
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Stacey Walker makes an ass out of herself 
in А Smell of Honey, A Swallow of Brine. 


together stupid. You think Cruella Crawford would have let 
herself be upstaged by the divine Dimaggio dominator?) 


Anyway, Mommie Dearest does a quick disrobing, then mas- Place an advertisement 
turbates and hooverizes a diminutive, rather unattractive in Brutarian and reach 
Gale Gordon look-alike. The wordly wild Mansfield sings a 

loopy little song while taking a bubble bath, giving new readers across the world! 
meaning to the word pneumatic in the process. And Mar- quarter page 8 100 

ilyn does a slow strip allowing the camera to first lovingly ca- half page 8 175 

ress her breasts, then after she languorously turns over, gra- full page 4 200 


ciously permits the lens worship her firm, well-rounded, 
stately buttocks. I’m not going to dwell on the coke bottle 


inside covers 8 500 


sequence except to say that this is most likely where back cover 81 ‚000 
Madonna got the idea for that scene іп her surprisingly en- Payment must accompany 
tertaining documentary cum hagiography. Now there’s a lot advertisement. 

more and it’s all fairly boner-inducing but І feel guilty talk- Checks payable to Dom Salemi. 
ing about it especially when there’s so little for straight š 

women to enjoy. I mean, couldn't the filmmakers have Brutarian 

made this thing in two parts, one for the guys and one for PO. Box 25222 
heterosexual gals? Profits assuredly would have doubled Arlington, VA 

and since Makendale and crew are most likely going to get 22202-9222 


their pants sued off for unauthorized use of this footage 


you’d think cash rather than gash might have been the over- Dare to be lame! 


riding "aesthetic." (Available from the Video Vault) 
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It's been а bad year for Ozzy. First 
he’s assailed by role models, Lux & 
му of The Cramps for, get this, not 
being politically correct. Then, he to- 
tals his beloved cherry-red 65 
LeMans (you saw a reasonable fac- 
simile in John Waters’ Serial Mom) 
discovering in the process, that his 
insurance only has to give him the 
blue book value of the car. Which 
works out to about two hundred and 
sixty-five dollars. Oz, naturally, spent 
one thousand times as much getting 
the classic Pontiac into sport show 
condition. And finally, Mr. Fide’s be- 
loved wife of eight years, the fetch- 
ingly bewitching, impossibly pneu- 
matic Diabla, decides to take a pow- 
der with a guy who looks like a semi- 
grownup version of the banjo-playing 
kid in Deliverance. Now Ozzy may 
not bear any resemblance to a 
young Marlon Brando but even when 
rooting around naked in his own filth 
he still looks considerably more 
fetching than the hillbilly with whom 
Ms. Fide decided to throw in her lot. 
Oh yeah, for the few women who 
read this column, Ozzy never laid a 
glove on her. She's the black belt so 
a certain decorum was, shall we say, 
always observed in the DiablaFide 
household. 

Ah, the hell with that noise. My 
momma told me the bitch was a loo- 
000-000-USER! Still, did | listen? No. 
Those luscious deep set eyes. That 


ass. Hot and wild. Like a jungle 
animal's. The legs. Those shapely 
things went on and on forever. And 
oh! Breasts. Large and soft and ex- 
quisitely shaped. You could spend a 
lifetime nestling, dreaming between 
those two perfectly shaped mounds . 
. . Is it perfume from a dress that 
makes те so digress? Again, no. I’m 
just a mess unashamedly making 
with the T. S. Eliotness. 

Alright. Ozzy's going to admit it. 
He was stung by Diabla walking out 
on him. But not for long. After a 
couple of weeks of drinking tons of 
gallons of cajun martinis (four parts 
gin, one part sweet vermouth, flavor 
with Spanish olives and jalapenos) 
and listening to Frank Sinatra sing- 
ing about the lonely in the wee small 
hours of the morning, Mr. Fide decided 
enough with the self pity already. Time 
to hit the comeback trail . . . 

But boy, was it torture dropping 
those thirty pounds. And sweating bul- 
lets getting those atrophied muscles 
back into tensile shape. Not to men- 
tion the risk of possible psychologi- 
cal damage in refraining from spank- 
ing the purple-helmeted warrior. Yet 
it only took two weeks and God did 
Oz look good. Like a Greek god he 
looked. Well, maybe not Apollo or 
Dionysus. More like Hephastus. But 
wasn't Hephastus one of the twelve 
immortals? And he walked just fine 
until Zeus tossed him off the top of 


Mt. Olympus, didn't he? 

Anyway, a radically cut Oz hit the 
trail, making the bar scene like there 
was no tomorrow. In no time at all, he 
had more phone numbers than he 
knew what to do with. 

What he should have done with 
them was thrown them away. Fellas, 
if you're hitting thirty and you're not 
married yet, get married. Because 
after girls hit the big 3 O they get 
mean, nasty and crazy. Not in an en- 
dearingly loopy way. In a very 
sloppy, frightening kind of way. 

You don't believe ole Oz, eh? 
Just keep reading. 

My first date couldn't wait to race 
me to bed. Okay fine, | thought, it'd 
been about eight years since | had 
some strange trim, who cares if she 
looked a ІШе worn around the 
edges? | did all my patented moves. 
We made love for about two hours. 
After we were done, she got up, 
went to the refrigerator and came 
back with a box of Ben & Jerry's, a 
can of whipped cream and some 
Evans’ pineapple topping. Now | like 
to eat pussy with the best of them 
but there's just something about hair 
in my food that turns me off. Unless 
it's angel hair. And let me tell ya this 
sicko was no angel. She didn't even 
try to help me wipe up the heavy 
syrup inundating the sheets. Uh uh. 
She just looked up at me in her sav- 
age nakedness with these little doe 
eyes and said, "Eat me you hot fuck, un- 
til there's nothing left.” 

Another two hours. My tongue 
feels like sandpaper and there's still 
a scoop of chocolate left. It's four т 
the morning, I’m getting ready to call 
an ambulance and my date is still 
bucking about like a man in the 
midst of a grand mal seizure. All the 
while grinding this noxious mixture of 
vaginal fluids, semen and sundae 
surprise into the mattress. 

"What the hell's wrong with you?" 
| remember asking. "Don't you ever 
sleep?" What | should have said 
was, "Hey, as long as you're awake, 
why don't you clean up the mess 
you made? And when you're fin- 
ished howzabout snaking the toilet?" 

Well, thats what a real man 
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would have said. But you see Oz 
had been married for eight years 
and so had forgotten how to act like 
one. Besides, my first date mistress 
wasn't interested in cleaning up the 
room. She was interested in sex. Sex 
which never ended. “Oh, honey,” she 
replied between moans. “We got to 
go at least five more times. All my 
men go with me at least that much. If 
| don't come at least twenty times а 
day, I'm positively suicidal." 

You got it. She was a nymphoma- 
niac. | gave her the number of a 
shrink and threw her the fuck out of 
the house. 

My next encounter was with a re- 
cently divorced Sweede. Didn't want 
to get into anything heavy she said. 
Just wanted to talk. Nice to meet a 
guy who was into conversation. And 
beer drinking. | indulged her . . . Big 
mistake. Huge mistake. 

Two hours later, after helping me 
kill a case of Olympia: she was all 
over me like a cheap suit. Which 
wasn't such a bad thing since she 
was Sweedish but it was what hap- 
pened as | was, as the Elizabethans 
were wont to put it, helping her "die" 
a little that was the killer. Yeah, I’m 
tonguing her like a kid with a 
popsicle on a hot summer's day and 
suddenly Гт thinking, “Geez for a 
chick she's really coming a lot." 

Then it hit me: Chicks don't come! 
Not the way men do anyway. This 
bitch is pissing in my mouth. In my 
bed. In my bedroom. In my house. Oh 
Jesus. Oh sweet motherfucking Jesus. 

| jumped out of bed. The Swede 
was oblivious. It looked like Old 
Faithful in there. Urine was pouring 
off the bed. Jetting into the ceiling 
fan which, in turn, was spraying it 
into all four corners of the room. The 
dog came in to see what all the com- 
motion was about, took one look at 
my date making like Niagara Falls, 
put its tail between its legs and 
quickly got the hell out of there. 

1 didn't know what to do. Maybe | 
did, but | was stunned. So | just 
watched. And watched. And watched. 
When she was finally done, | waited a 
few moments and then said, because | 
didn't know what else to say, "What in 


sweet Jesus' name are you doing?" 

And this, | swear on my mother, 
was the answer: "What's wrong? 
Why are you so upset? | always pee 
when | come. Doesn't everybody?" 

| threw her out too. Without giving 
her the name of a psychiatrist. 

And those were the good dates. 
Why? Because | didn't have to see 
them again. The ones that followed 
in their wake, | made the mistake of 
hunching more than once. It wasn't 
as messy physically but emotionally 
it was just as bad. 

Needless to say, Гт taking a 
break from the ladies for the moment 
and doing something a little less tax- 
ing. Like going to the movies and 
drinking by myself. It may not be as 
challenging but it's certainly a lot 
cleaner . . . Read on. What follows is 
important. 


Natural Born 


Killers 
(d) Oliver Stone (1994) 


This is really a movie of two wholly un- 
related parts so ГИ deal with each one as 
an entity unto themselves. The one thing 
both sections have in common though is 
that they contain none of the vicious wit 
and mordant style characteristic of 
Quentin Tarrantino who is credited with 
the original story. Part One introduces 
us to the Woody Harreleson and Juliette 
Lewis characters — a pair of amoral, psy- 
chotic serial killers — and then mutates 
into a tedious road-movie parody and 
ironic commentary on media sensation- 
alism and vox populi fascination with 
violence, multiple murder, and trash cul- 
ture. None of it possessing even so 
much as a scintilla of cleverness or in- 
telligence; Stone apparently believing 
clever camera tricks, self-referentialism 
and state-of-the-art  cinematographics 
can substitute for meaningful dialogue 
and substantive mise en scene. Although 


cinema scholars will no doubt disagree 
pointing to sequences like the one in 
which Stone quick cuts to the tongue re- 
moval scene from MIDNIGHT EX- 
PRESS and then chain saw mutilation 
sequence from SCARFACE (both Stone 
penned screenplays) while Harrleson 
and Lewis make love as an example of 


his superlative Shavian sarcasm. It's 
not. It's just monstrous egotism. Let me 
tell you something,the idea that there's 
something we can point to and call 
“American culture" is a paradox as is 
the notion of responsible, as opposed to 
sensationalist, journalism. So the com- 
edy, the tragic joke is an inherent part of 
the structure and to attempt to poke fun at 
these things is self-defeating, purposeless. 
It's lampooning а lampoon. 

And our fascination with morons like 
Charles Manson and John Wayne Gacy? 
That kind of speaks for itself, doesn't it? 
That's why HENRY, PORTRAIT OF A 
SERIAL KILLER was so horrifyingly 
fascinating; it took its subject matter se- 
riously and said, "See. You see. You're 
looking into a vacuum and the vacuum 
is you!" That's black comedy. That's 
dark irony. That's a visionary kind of 
satire. Casting Rodney Dangerfield in a 
nauseatingly hateful sitcom parody is 
not. Part Two: Murder, mayhem, mad- 
ness and metaphysics in a maximum se- 
curity prison run by Tommy Lee Jones 
doing Moe, Larry "and" Curly. Thank 
God no one had the temerity to stop him 
because it's truly a performance for the 
ages. All ages. 
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Forget the moronic title, this is а super- 
lative, mindless sci-fi adventure, nicely 
plotted and even more effectively paced. 
Jean-Claude Van Damme, fresh from 
his starring role in HARD TARGET, the 
fabulous John Woo vehicle, makes it 
two triumphs in a row with this turn as a 
righteous special agent tracking the 
loathsome Ron Silver back and forth 
through time in an attempt to prevent 
him from becoming the next President 
Reagan. Sounds like something worth 
risking your life over doesn’t it? Actu- 
ally, Jean-Claude has a personal stake in 
the project. You see Silver, an upstand- 
ing Senator in charge of the Senate 
Subcommitte which funds and oversees 
the time travel project, discovered Van 
Damme was on to him and tried to take 
the Muscles From Brussels and his wife 
out. But Silver only managed to get the 
wife. (Well, actually, he didn't get her 
because he blew the poor woman to 
smithereens but let's not quibble over 
such picayune matters.) So our hero's 
not only out for revenge but he's also 
trying to prevent his wife's death. The 
flick works for a number of reasons but 
its success is primarily the result of: (1) 
its narrative structure: everytime Van 
Damme goes back to a different point in 
time, Silver and his henchmen are one 
step ahead (or is that behind?) him; (2) 
the effective twists in the story: we're 
actually surprised at some of the turns 
Hyams and his screenwriters cook up. 
The art direction is rather effective too, 
particularly the twenties art deco office 
sets and the Gothic denouement with it's 
Victorian house fronted by bits of gossa- 
mer mist and denuded trees dripping 
water. Oh yes, there's a fight or 
shootout almost every ten minutes and 
they're all, without exception, quite 
scintillating. Silver does his best work in 
ages — he almost has us believing he 
went to Harvard, something he couldn't 
do when he played Dershowitz — and 
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Bruce McGill, as Van Damme's wise- 
cracking boss, gets to show he can be 
pretty engaging when given a part of 
more than two lines. 


Stargate 
(d) Roland Emmerich (1994) 


We step through an interstellar gateway 
with suicidal colonel Kurt Russel and 
for epicine Egyptologist James Spader 
and discover the Sahara, some illiterate 
Egyptians and evil alien Jaye Davidson 
and his/her plot to destroy the earth. 
Apathetic direction and contemptuous 
performances by all concerned. Save for 
the gender challenged Davidson who 
seems to be laboring under the delusion 
that he/she is playing the lead in a re- 
make of Cleopatra. 


The Specialist 
(d) Luis Llosa (1994) 


It's almost a dead certainty that when a 
flick is not made available to critics for 
an advanced screening it's because the 
producers know they have a dud on 
their hands. The first opportunity for 
anyone to see The Specialist was when 
it was released to the general public on 
October 7, 1994. A more appropriate 
date would have been Thanksgiving as 
this film is as big a turkey as you'll 
find. Keeping the metaphor going, let 
me say that you too will find nothing to 
be thankful for — save a few spectacular 
explosions and some nude scenes with 
Sharon Stone - in this misbegotten, 
needlessly complicated farrago pitting the 
aforementioned Stone and Sly Stallone 
against James Woods, Rod Steiger and 
Eric Roberts. Stallone is the “special- 
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Time Cop 
(d) Peter Hyams (1994) 


ist,” a former CIA explosives expert 
hired by Stone to blow up Roberts, the 
drug dealing son of Cuban gangster 
Steiger for murdering her parents when 
she was a wee lass. Woods is the guy 
who taught Stallone everything he knew 
when they were working for the Feds, 
but Sly got him drummed out of the 
Agency for killing kids and now Woods 
is working security for Steiger and 
dreaming of taking out his former stu- 
dent. Why am I telling you this? I don’t 
know. Maybe because I want you to 
spank me. Here’s more: Stallone falls in 
love with Stone; Roberts falls in love 


with Stone; Woods falls in love with 
Stone; Stone sort of falls in love with 
Stallone but she’s working for Woods 
who forces her to pretend to fall in love 
with Roberts so Woods can make 
Steiger the fall guy. Have you fallen 
asleep yet? I did. And still was able to fig- 
ure the whole thing out. You can do things 
like that if, like Oz, you’re narcoleptic. 


Terminal 
Velocity 


(d) Deran Serafian (1994) 


People are always asking me why they 
don’t make B-movies anymore. Well 
they do, they just cost fifty million dol- 
lars these days, that’s all. You see, it’s 
not the price tag on the flick that makes 
it a second feature, it’s the attitude. If 
the filmmakers’ desire solely to enter- 
tain, then chances are you’re walking in 
psychotronic territory. Add a lack of 
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concern for plotting, pacing and plausi- 
bility and bingo: you're in forgettable 
land. Which is, quite often, a very nice 
place to be. Not always though; espe- 
cially when Deran Serafian is behind the 
lens. Save for Anthony Hickox, Mr. Sera- 
fian is quite possibly the worst genre di- 
rector around. Having his name associ- 
ated with any project is practically an 
ironclad guarantee you're in for a dread- 
ful experience. So imagine my surprise 
when І found this ridiculous tale, which 
has skydiving instructor Charlie Sheen 
and KGB agent Nastassja Kinski seek- 
ing to recover six hundred million dol- 
lars of the Motherland's gold from ren- 
egade Russian agents, rather entertain- 
ing. I'd like to give Serafian some credit 
but he films everything so ineptly — ex- 
cept for the climax which has Sheen jet- 
tisoning a Chevrolet Atlante from a plane 
and then trying to unlock the trunk and 
save Kinski — I have to believe that what 
works must be credited to the cast and 
the special effects personnel. Deran 
would most likely vehemently disagree 
but he has a lot of making up to do after 
foisting the abysmal Gunmen on us earlier in 
the year. Make that a lifetime of making up. 


Trial By Jury 
(d) Heywood Gould (1994) 


I knew this movie was in trouble when I 
read that Mr. Gould's intent with what 
looked like little more than a potboiler 
was to "highlight the reality of the 
American justice system . . ." Well, if 
the film's “about” anything it's “about” 
fetching lead, Joanne Whaley-Kilmer 
coming to grips with the cunning, dia- 
bolically manipulative side of her per- 
sonality. In other words, she learns what 
a woman can do if she decides to be a 
woman instead of a hapless can't-do 
victimized female. This interesting bit of 
misogyny might have made for an inter- 
esüng flick if the filmmakers hadn't 
wasted so much time with the vagaries 
of a plot involving dapper mob boss 


(Armand Assante) trying to fix his 
criminal conspiracy trial by threatening 
juror Whaley-Kilmer's adorable child 
through the machinations of fallen ex-cop 
(John Hurt). Or the subplot concerning 
the redemption of Hurt. Or the sub-sub- 
plot that has DA Gabriel Byrne asking 
himself whether he's fighting a societal 
or personal battle. Or the non-plot which 
has us asking ourselves why Katherine 
Anne Quinlan in a leather top and tight- 
fitting leopard skin pants is so much 
more interesting than everything else in this 
intermittently entertaining divertisement. 


The River Wild 


(d) Curtis Hanson (1994) 


This ludicrous exercise in tepid sus- 
pense and ABC Afterschool Special 
style family drama places bland and un- 
interesting Meryl Streep in the north- 
western wilderness on a whitewater raft 
excursion with her bland and uninterest- 
ing stepson and husband and has the tor- 
pid trio terrorized by а... bland and un- 
interesting Кеуіп Bacon. Somehow, 
someway, we're expected to care. Di- 
rected at something slower than a snail's 
pace by the idiot who made the equally 
abominable Hand That Rocked The 
Cradle and betraying nary a trace of wit 
nor style, River Wild is so stultifyingly 
boring even the actors appear to have 
been put to sleep by the proceedings. 
Although watching the painfully thin, 
mischieviously featured Bacon attempt- 
ing to bluff his way through the part of a 
tough is always good for a few laughs, 
and the climax, which has Meryl and 
company running a killer rapid which 
looks about as murderous as one of 
those white water rides you find at your 
local amusement park, is good for a few 
more, this is scant reward in a film with 
a two hour running time. One can has 
been added however, for Hanson’s re- 
fusal to take the camera off of Streep’s 
face during her skinny-dipping scene. 
Mucho gracias Curtis. 


Ed Wood 


Tim Burton (1994) 


A sweet morality play conceming the 
persistance of vision, Ed Wood bears 
little relation to any reality with which 
you might be familiar. I mean, let’s face 
it, if you’re an impoverished alcoholic 
with little talent and an overwhelming 
desire to dress up like a chick in public, 
well, baby, into that life a little rain is 
going to fall. Not this Ed Wood though. 
The mortal coil thing may not be a bowl 
of cherries but keeping a smile on his 
face and a song in his heart, Wood plugs 
away. Which is kind of the way I work, 
so watching Burton turn Wood’s life 
into a low-rent fairy tale was somewhat 
unobjectionable. And, I might add, 
fairly entertaining once I discovered that 
the flick wasn’t going to be a bio as I 
understood the term. So even though ev- 
erything is quite unreal, the script is 
clever, the compostions forceful, the 
mise en scene arresting and sometimes 
rather moving. Johnny Depp elicits 
laughter and empathy as the surreal titu- 
lar hero - although at times he sounds 
like Jon Lovitz’ compulsive liar charac- 
ter - and the cast, which includes Bill 
Murray, Patricia Arquette and Mary 
Stuart Masterston, do a number of clever 
little things with their one dimensional 
characters to keep us from loosing inter- 
est. What you’re going to take away 
from the film though, is Martin Lan- 
dau’s transcendent performance as the 
badly aging, washed-up, drug-addicted 
Bela Lugosi. Landau gets the florid 
mannerisms right — which is difficult to 
do without descending into parody - but 
more importantly, he invests the charac- 
ter with a flawed dignity, a benighted 
romanticism and when he dies, the film 
dies a little too. Burton seems aware of 
this, and that's probably why he chooses 
to end the pic shortly thereafter; with 
Depp and his coterie staring dreamily at 
Plan 9 From Outer Space while it 
unspools in a baroque LA movie palace. 
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ШЫ ми 


Pulp Fiction 
(d) Quentin Tarantino (1994) 


Vicious, vile, vindictive, vituperative 
and yes, visionary, Pulp Fiction shows 
us, in case we’ve forgotten, why we fell 
in love with movies. For characters as 
large as the screen on which they’ re pro- 
jected, clever and often impossibly witty 
dialogue and scene after memorable 
scene. When you’re given these things 
you can forgive the fact that hitmen 
John Travolta and Samuel L. Jackson 
talk to each other like Socrates and 
Plato, a lot of sequences are played for 
cheap laughs, the narrative shifts back- 
wards and forwards in time seemingly 
for the hell of it and the film itself basi- 
cally revolves around an ass joke. Ozzy 
was also bowled over by the way 
Tarantino took three - or was that four 
or five? - disparate narratives and made 
their eventual confluence look effortless. 
That and the manner in which Quentin 
makes a classic bit of rock here, garage 
and surf there an integral part of his 
mise en scene while coaxing unforget- 
table performances from every member 
of his marvelously talented cast. I’m try- 
ing to work toward telling you the story 
but really, there isn’t one. If you think of 
story as a narrative of events arranged in 
temporal sequence, that is. I do, so let me 
just give you this: there’s contract killers 
Travolta and Jackson doing a day’s work, 
petty thieves Tim Roth and Amanda 
Plummer botching a hold-up in a restau- 
rant and boxer Bruce Willis crossing the 
Mob by refusing to throw a fight. Along 
the way we meet Uma Thurman, Harvey 
Keitel, Christopher Walken and the di- 
rector himself. Oh yes, Travolta makes 
good on all the promise he first showed 
in Saturday Night Fever. Johnny knows 
it too, to watch him languorously twist 
with Thurman in a dance contest early 
in the film is to take part in a reaffirma- 
tion, a rebirth of a pop culture icon and, 
a burial of an embarrassing and burden- 
some past, a yoke which has, for far too 
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long, kept an original and audacious tal- 
ent from meaningful expression. That 
alone, although the movie has far, far 
more to offer, makes it worth: six cans. 


ШЕ ИШ ИШ ИШ کا‎ ИШ کا‎ ИШ БН ИШ БЕ کا‎ 
Puppet 


Masters 
(d) Stuart Orme (1994) 


A cross between The Fiend Without A 
Face and Invasion Of The Body Snatch- 
ers ain't a bad way to pass a couple of 
hours. Unless you have a life. Donald 
Sutherland sleepwalks his way through 
the starring role which places him at the 
head of a super duper secret government 
agency investigating an alien landing in 
a remote Iowa burb. With Sutherland 
are two rather non-descript assistants 
who, for some unearthly reason, eventu- 
ally become the focal point of the film. 
Until they do, however, there's a fair 
amount of suspense generated over the 
extraterrestials — which look like manta 
rays covered with red jello — and their 
efforts to take over planet earth. Oh, you 
want to know how the insidious invad- 
ers do it? Well, they attach themselves 
to your back and sink these extruding 
pincers into your brain and spinal col- 
umn thereby overriding the nervous sys- 
tem. The result? You become a pawn, a 
puppet if you will, in the master plan. 
This is what is known in the sci-fi trade 
as a metaphor. An "alien" concept, Oz 
has little doubt, to most avid science fic- 
tion readers and moviegoers In case this 
pedestrian plotline has a slightly famil- 
iar ring, one can take solace in the 
producer's pathetic assurances that the 
Short story on which Puppet Masters is 
based was written several years prior to 
Body Snatchers and is therefore the 
"original" which should do a great deal 
to reduce the mind-numbing impact of 
this redundant exercise. 


Frankenstein 
(d) Kenneth Branagh (1994) 


A sumptiously mounted, adroitly acted, 
beautifully filmed, and alas, all too 
faithful adaptation of the torpid Mary 
Shelley classic. Shelley's book was less 
a novel than a disquisition on the roman- 
tic themes of freedom, individuality, and 
the liberating power of the imagination. 
Taking anything from it other than its 
basic premise is an act of sheer folly. No 
one told Branagh and his backers this so 
here we are with a meandering minor key 
Masterpiece Theatre production show- 
casing a Robert DeNiro monster aping 
the diction of Leo Gorcey and sporting an 
acne-scarred Rondo Hatton look. Dra- 
matically moribund and not the slightest 
bit horrific, Frankenstein has little going 
for it other than a few handsomely con- 
structed sets and the rather fetching torsos 
of Branagh and Helen Bonham Carter in 
various states of undress. 


Intervievv With 
A Vampire 
(d) Neil Jordan (1994) 


Very clever. While the pr types have 
moviegoers asking themselves whether 
Tom Cruise can cut it as Lestat, no one 
asks whether the flick is worth watch- 
ing. It isn't, although Cruise isn't bad 
nor is Brad Pitt nor anyone else in- 
volved for that matter. And everyone 
and everything looks great but who 
cares when you're not getting much in 
the way of story or plot — Pitt and his 
little vampire “daughter” wander around 
wondering about the meaning of life 
having destroyed their maker, Cruise, 
after he forced them to wander around 
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with him іп pre-Civil War New Orleans 
- so the whole thing drags as a conse- 
quence. Which wouldn’t have mattered 
so much if there was some, any point, to 
this extravagantly expensive empty ent- 
erprise. And hey, why isn’t anyone ad- 
dressing the readily apparent homosexu- 
ality of all the male vampire leads? Not 
that it makes a difference to me who 
these languid bloodsuckers put the bite 
on, I just find the critical silence on the 
blatant subtext of the beautiful boy (an 
omnipresent personae in almost every as- 
pect of Westem culture) rather fascinating. 


Star Trek 
Generations 
(d) David Carson (1994) 


The old Star Trek I really dug, but the 
new edition always left me kind of cold. 
To begin with, I couldn’t understand 
why blindness and baldness still existed 
in the 25th Century. And why an an- 
droid would have a fulvous skin tone 
rather than a fleshy one. Or why women 
still had to wear bras and panties. Super- 
ficial reasons for not watching the new 
show I grant you still, only the shallow 
do not judge by appearances. Which is 
more than likely the reason the produc- 
ers of this fitfully entertaining project 
decided to hedge their bets and throw 
Bill Shatner and a few of the original 
cast members into the mix. The inchoate 
plot finds Capt. Picard (Patrick Stewart 
who although quite effective appears to 
think this enterprise is a futuristic Royal 
Shakespeare Company production of 
Hamlet) and crew attempting to stop 
evil alien scientist Malcolm McDowell 
from blowing up a star with a mega- 
bomb, thus throwing a substantial por- 
tion of the galaxy into an interstellar 
time continuum. А continuum albeit 
which is somehow able to discern your 
fondest dream and place you in it (ren- 
dering resistance all but impossible). 
Picard being the quintessential tower of 


strength that he is, resists and with the 
aid of mystic and fashion casualty 
Whoppi Goldberg (Why Whoppi? Why? 
Don’t you know your black brothers and 
sisters have far too much respect for 
themselves to be caught dead at a Star 
Trek movie.) finds the dead Capt. Kirk 
in the past and together they proceed to 
the future to save the present day. Are 
you beaming aboard with all of this? I 
couldn’t because I kept asking myself 
questions like: Why not return to 32 AD 
and fetch back J.C.? Or once there just 
stay and await the resurrection? And an- 
other thing: if you put an emotional chip 
in a robot and he learns to laugh and cry, 
how long is it going to be before he 
Starts grabbing his crotch and making 
weird sucking noises in front of the fe- 
male members of the crew? 


The 


Professional 
(d) Luc Besson (1994) 


The opening and closing scenes are as 
good as anything you'll see in an action 
film this year; unfortunately the rest of 
the movie which has a New York hit 
man (Jean Reno) babysitting Mathilda a 
beautiful prepubescent girl while doing 
jobs for Hell's Kitchen mobster Danny 
Aiello is somewhat contrived and occa- 
sionally tedious. Mathilda has fallen into 
Reno's lap because her loathsome 
Puerto Rican drug-dealing dad was aced 
by renegade DEA agent Stansfield (Gary 
Oldman) for dealing himself in on a heroin 
stash and Reno, who just so happens to 
be living next door, was watching the 
whole thing go down through his peep- 
hole. See what I mean about contrived? 
But it's a French kind of contrived so 
we can call it absurdif and let it go I 
suppose. The cast, particularly Oldman 
who has no peer when it comes to play- 
ing amusing psychotics, is marvelous, 
but it would have been nice if Besson 
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AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 


had played up the Lolita angle more 
Шап һе did especially віпсе һе has bud- 
ding nymphet (Nathalie Portman) run- 
ning around bra-less, in short skirts and 
made up like a table dancer in a West Side 
strip joint. 

ШЕ ИШ ИШ ИШ ИШ ЕН ЕЕ ИШ کا کا‎ ЕЕ کا‎ 


Wes Craven's 


Nightmare 
(d) Wes Craven (1994) 


When was the last time Wes Craven 
made a decent — I’m not even asking 
about good here - flick? And aside from 
the first installment in this now seven 
part series, which of the Elm Street se- 
quels would you want to see again? 
Right! This project had disaster written 
all over it; but since it was a minor hit, 
Ozzy felt duty bound to attend a screen- 
ing on Halloween night at Club 
Foraneous. Well, to be truthful about the 
entire matter, I had to make the scene 
since I live around the corner and being 
the closest thing to a celebrity in these 
backwoods was asked to be the master 
of ceremonies of the Club’s costume 
party. To refuse, moreover, would have 
been tantamount to suicide as the Eye- 
tyes who own this red-neck Irish dive 
don’t take too kindly to having offers- 
that-cannot-be-refused turned down. 
Still, I think the packed-house would 
have been a lot more enthusiastic if the 
latest edition of Krueger’s cut-ups had 
been a little less talky and tad less slow 
moving. But after getting the raison for 
Ше picture’s d’etre out of the way - Ше 
real life creators of the series find them- 
selves actually being stalked by their 
nightmarish creation — things get san- 
guinary and cretinous enough for the 
typical comic book collecting horror 
completist. And, judging from what I 
saw and heard, for the ordinary garden 
variety, Jack-swilling, toothless, goiter- 
sporting good-ole boy. 4 


AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA/ 
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DOUG BASSETT (DB) FUCKIN’ CRITES (FC) DIRK FUBAR АЖ 
STEVE JEFFRIES (SJ) ANNE MARX (AM) CRAIN REGALA (CR) 


= 
The Amazing Delores 


Stop Messin’ With My Mind 


God damn, they actually found Hasil Adkins’ mom. 
"Course it was in West Virginia where everyone has саг- 
nal knowledge of everyone else. Still, that’s not why I 
got so little doubt it’s the Huncher’s ma. Only had to lis- 
ten to the first rockabilly stomp "Rats In the Walls" re- 
plete with Delores’ rodent squeals to know what was 
goin’ down. And although she had little hand in the 
writin’ of this heapin’ helpin’ of rockin’ bluesabilly (the 
music that is), she do have a way with a lyric Just like 
Haze. The aforementioned title cut por ejemplo, looks 
at first blush to be a mere novelty tune, but ifn’ you 
takes a closer look, you see ole Delores usin’ the image 
and accompanying verses as support for a bald faced 
celebration of benign craziness. Which you'll have lit- 
tle doubt about after listening to her mutter, bray, 
shout, squeal and flat-out steamroll her way through 
these amazin’ songs. Sure, Delores has sold her soul to 
rock n roll, but she, unlike ole Jerry Lee, ain’t losin’ a 
bit of sleep over it. That’s what keepin’ faith with the 
Lord means: knowin’ you can repent any time 'fore 
your last breath and still reach the kingdom of heaven. 
So this sexagenarian siren shimmys, struts and sways, se- 
cure in the knowledge the devil cain’t do nothin’ to 
make good on his bond. ’Cept sit in amazed fascination 
marveling, as we all should, at her audacity. (Upstart) ds 
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DOM SALEMI (DS) ALAN WRIGHT (AW) 


Bile 
Suckpump 


This ultraheavy industrial aggro-metal conglomeration 
kicks off their eight cut opus with "Head" a behemoth 
of a song which finds the combo bemoaning the fact 
that their heads are "pounding." Take this as a warning: 
Suckpump is not for the faint of heart. Or mind. These 
compositions—loud, amelodic interlocking rhythms fili- 
greed with tape loops—are nasty, brutish and unfortu- 
nately for my eardrums, insidiously infectious. "Get 
Out" is a real charmer thanks to its blood curdling riff 
and otiose play with tone, texture and dynamics. The ti- 
tle cut too, is a stunner, a deranged seven minute elec- 
tronic excursion which begins with bits of lovely me- 
lodic fragments, then admits skittery pulses, ominous 
humming, jittery pops, and statical voices before giving 
way to the hollow roar of synthesized machinery. 
(Energy) ds 


він 


Yep, Cristina sure do have a purty mouth. And she 
know how to use it too. Yeah, boy. Although not much 
of a siren—leaning towards a Babes in Toyland style 
rather than something like what that chick from the 
Cocteau Twins does—she produces decent discs. Girl ac- 
tually oughta be called "The Cristina/Spencer Bur- 


lesque Eruption," as the sultry (or is it surly?) opening 
track seems to imply. Likening much of it to the Blues 
Explosion is unavoidable, but hell, maybe it’s a bypro- 
duct of Cristie’s just being too proud to sing backup for 
Jon’s band. (AmRep) fc 


2.71 == سا 
Brutal Juice‏ 


I Love The Way They Scream When They Die 


How to get the Brutarian staff's attention: (1) Put "bru- 
tal" in the band name; (2) Write songs about boss ex- 
ploitation movies like Cannibal Holocaust; (3) Have the 
guts to release a live recording when no one has a clue 
as to who the hell you are; (4) make sure it's unrelent- 
ing yowly metalloid punk; (5) in light of 1-4, make even 
surer it's uncompromisingly intense and, possibly; de- 
spite the lack of a lyric sheet; (6) brilliant. (Brutal Juice, 
1600 West Hickory, Benton, TX 76201) ds 


БЭЖЛНЫ 
Cows 


Orphan’s Tragedy 


A nice jump over the moon, baby. From the self-affirm- 
ing revelry of the opening "Cow Island" right on 
through to the end, this fucker really stomps. Sure, 
there’s some characteristic noisy (bull)shit, some bovine 
meanderings, and as on Sexy Pee Story, twinges of self- 
conscious Nirvanesque mooing ("Allergic to Myself"). 
But mostly it reflects the tremendous ongoing improve- 
ment in the initially gifted combo that is the Cows. 

"The Bucket" is probably the most punk-rockin’ dance 
tune I’ve ever been favored to hear. You also get the 
rockabilly groove of "I’m Both" and the raucous "My 
Bob," which as near as I can tell is a shrieking ballad to 
a favorite sixer. A solid pie, sprouting more than a cou- 
ple funny little mushrooms. ( AmRep ) fc 


پت 
Тһе Cramps‏ 
Flamejob‏ 


At their best, which is quite often, The Cramps have you 
believing they’d sell their soul to the devil or their bod- 
ies to anyone just for the chance to rock one more aban- 
doned day. At their best, which is most of the time, The 
Cramps have you believing every day could be Halloween, 
if you just closed your eyes and let the music take you 
there. At their best, which comes so often you can’t re- 
member when anything was bad, The Cramps make you 
feel the way you do when you’re making sloppy, 
drunken, nasty love to a girl who gets you so hard you 
have no choice but to lie down on top of her. This is 
The Cramps at their best. Which is as good as it gets 
mad daddy. (Epitaph) ds 


Brutarian—number 14 
ا‎ 
The Cynics 
Get Our Way/No Slesta Tonlte 


The first disc is a bold run through of various garage 
rock and merseybeat styles concluding with an effec- 
tively moody nine-minute-plus psychedelic bit of hazy- 
craziness. Eighteen cuts, the thing runs forever and 
rarely disappoints. Siesta, recorded in Spain before a 
crowd in way over their head is, surprise surprise, rawer 
and more spontaneous. Even the cover of Merilee 
Rush’s "Angel of the Morning" (which kind of clues you 
in to the combo’s obsession with sprightly melody and 
clean playing). Easily the best band from Pittsburgh 
since The Swamprats. Alright, the only band from the 
Steel City since the Swamprats. (Get Hip) ds & sj 


ا 
Dave Dudley‏ 
Truck Drivin’ Songs‏ 


An American legend. Despite the dearth of biographi- 
cal information provided by trucking king Dave 
Dudley’s highly suspect record company, Brutarian 
founding father and Screaming Popeyes’ impresario Jeff 
Olson, formerly a member of Dave's backup band for a 
string of poorly attended Holiday Inn gigs in the early 
seventies, has filled in the gaps, regaling us much to our 
endless delight with tales of Dave's drinking prowess, 
poker playing skills and affinity for greasy, vinegar- 
drenched pulled-pork sandwiches. Truck Drivin' Songs is 
a distillation of Dudley's sleazy demimondaine, a swag- 
gering sourmash of twelve gritty fuelers as American as 
pro-wrestling, bowling alleys, methamphetamine, huge 
silver belt buckles, Cadillacs, trailer parks and inbred 
teen-age hookers . . . You get the idea. Trash with a capi- 
tal T. (Sun/Intersound) sj & ds 


р] 
Esquivel 
Space Age Bachelor Pad Мизіо 


Now that I am a bachelor, my wife of eight years having 
unceremoniously dumped me for a semi-literate akido 
master, I’ve taken to playing a lot of cool fifties sounds 
to ease the pain. Kind of blue jazz, Frank Sinatra Capi- 
talistic melancholy, Martin Denny ersatz exotica, et al. 
And the goofy-Spike-Jones-styled-cocktail-lounge kitsch 
of this crazed South American cat named Esquivel. Lis- 
tening to the merry madcap musical misadventures of 
this maniacal maven of the meretricious makes me 
quite happy. And yet quite sad. Sad because I am so de- 
lighted with this mirthfully mischievous muzak that I 
find myself with little time for my many beautiful and 
adoring new girlfriends. Wild, full-figured temptresses 
like Inga who rent expensive hotel suites for the week- 
end and fill it with costly champagne and caviar in the 
hopes that I can be persuaded to absent myself from the 
stool in front of my faux leopard-skin combination Tiki 
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bar and entertainment center and mambo once again 
into her pathetic, relatively uneventful life. But some- 
times, I must say no to them. Mostly because of this Es- 
quivel. He reminds me of the television when I was a 
child. Television that was tinny sounding. Black and 
white. And good. I Dream Of Jeanie, The Untouchables, 
Ernie Kovacs and that gorilla trio. Yes, my friends, lend- 
ing ап ear to such twisted and childish caprices while 
completely looped on Cajun martinis is better than the 
most savage and abandoned sex. Except for sex with 
Elise а 5710, 160 pound, Polish-Sicilian ballet dancer 
and former Miss Junior Connecticut. Elise is better 
than Esquivel. Definitely . I must admit to the truth of 
that. And perhaps love with Anne when she is in one of 
her moods. Or Acquanetta , a women of mystery and 
moistness ... (Bar/None) ds 


а= 9] 
Fall Outs 


Fall Outs 


If music be the food of love then the loathsome Conrad 
Uno must subsist on a diet of gummy bears and Mike & 
Ike's. Here he takes a perfectly unobjectionable group 
of earnest garage rockers and turns them into Squeeze. 
Well, almost, as The Fall Outs with their three chord 
guilelessness, anything-goes guitar tomfoolery and devil- 
may-care rhythm section manfully fight the good fight 
and refuse to be rendered epicene. Which the balldess 
Comrade Eeeehwno tries his best to do. But searing 
bits of nonsense like "Worthless" and "Alone" are kind 
of hard to prettify, their snotty misogyny rendering 
them virtually impervious to sweetener. As for the 
lighter stuff like "I Wish You'd Come Back" and 
"Sleep," I have to confess that if I hadn't run out of 
beers I might have found their relentless tunefulness 
charming the second time around. But because I did, I 
had to rustle up some change, then run out to the 7-11 
to get a six-pack and by the time I got back Night of the 
Demons 2 was on Cinemax and I just didn't feel like put- 
ting the cd on again. Idid have the sprightly "Zombie" 
bouncing around my brain throughout the broadcast 
of that abysmal living dead flick though. Take that for 
whatever it's worth, Conrad. You butt licker! (Super 
Electro) ds 


| ات‎ 
Bryan Ferry 
Mamouna 


Former Roxy Music leader Bryan Ferry's first collection 
of original material in six years is a continuation of the 
rubber-room-of-romance-world-with-no-rough-edges 
sound he has crafted since Roxy's Flesh and Blood (1980). 


Much of Mamouna was supposed to be part of another 
release, Horoscope, which Ferry abandoned two years ago 
after complaining of writer's block. Instead, he released 


54 


last year, Taxi, a work which applied Ferry's lushly atmos- 
pheric sound to cover versions of such songs as Scream- 
ing Jay Hawkins’ "I Put a Spell on You," Lou Reed's "All 
Tomorrow's Parties," and the gospel hymn, "Amazing 
Grace." 

Ferry appears to have regained his song writing sensibili- 
ties. Unlike on Bete Noire—on which the first single, 
"The Right Stuff," was merely a recycled Smiths’ instru- 
mental with added vocals—Ferry wrote all but one of 
the songs himself (the remaining one was co-written by 
Brian Eno). 


There are some undeniable hooks here, such as the gui- 
tar riffs on "Don't Want to Know" and "The 39 Steps" 
and Eno's synthesizer line on "Wildcat Days." Other bal- 
lads, like "The Only Face" and "Which Way to Turn," 
simply mesmerize. Lyrically, however, Ferry tends to 
merely recycle his trademark urban jet set prisoner of 
love persona. 


Mamouna is noteworthy for Ferry's reunion with original 
Roxy members Eno, Phil Manzanera, and Andy 
MacKay. The four do not, however, play together on 
any one track and, somewhat surprisingly despite their 
presence, the sound is not significantly different from 
Ferry's previous three solo outings. In Ferry's mad 
room there is little individuality or flash required from 
his backing musicians: the players are mere layers in a 
dense wash of guitars, synthesizers and percussion serv- 
ing as smooth, polished, faux-funky backdrop for the 
lovelorn crooning. (Virgin) df 


а= 
Fly Ashtray 
Tone Sensations of the Wonderman 


A-ha. This is music that mirrors and describes reality - 
that shit and non-shit that occurs. Outside of the folksy 
attempts to elevate non-epiphanies into such (noble 
worker, noble ice cream, noble self: horse shit) the first 
time I actually came across a good solid reality-absurdity- 
reality-as-is dose was Pere Ubu’s Dub Housing. This was a 
mild surprise, finding out concrete reality was not the 
norm. The norm seemed to be the epic striving toward 
something ’er other. This being accomplished by roar- 
ing around trying to achieve an active stupor via beer, 
speed, whiskey and LSD (cheap teeth gritty vicious acid 
not that nice trippy hippy shit) while listening to an 
eight track which only played "Slow Ride" and "Fool For 
the City." Yes, and singing along. Fly Ashtray’s music is 
not the norm (which also encompasses the latter as an- 
other reality lump). They formidably weave fine psyche- 
rock through the unreality of pop conventions. This, of 
course, is encompassing enough for Sonic Youth, Tall 
Dwarves, Lonnie Mack, Syd’s Pink Floyd, Тһе Embarrass- 
ment and other catchy and entertaining examples to ar- 
range themselves Zodiac style around ’em. 

According to the good people at Super-Dope, Fly Ash- 
tray keep company within quality control parameters set 
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by. .."The Gordons, Sun City Girls or Dead C." I hope Fudge Tunnel 

this means something positive to you, as Tone Sensations The Complicated Futility Of Ignorance 

is good to very good. Unlike most meandering pop, Fly 

might grope thru recent musical history’s grab bag but These Hershey Highway hipsters think of themselves as 

unlike Ween they aren’t so specific and stoned. Kiddy noise terrorists but they're too anal retentive for that. 

arrogant shit maybe but they actually like music so that And far too good. FT's sound is a furious, roiling, intri- 

doesn't matter. Not having heard the majority of cately structured metalline hybrid; an industrial mulli- 

Shimmy Disc's releases, I don't know how typical this is gan stew composed of unequal parts of Godflesh, Melv- 

for that label. It does sound good between Bongwater, ins, Cop Shoot Cop and Black Sabbath. Most of the 

old King Missile and the Ruttles' tribute, so it'll prob- stuff is mid-tempo incandescent sludgy riff-rock replete 

ably sound good at your house too. (Shimmy Disc) cr with mind-bending time changes, subtle variations in 
mood and tempo and even subtler gradations in tone 
and texture. In fact, Complicated is, quite often, just that, 
but all in all it's a celebration of metal—the steely ambi- 

Kim Fowley ence of guitar, the ferric feel of harshly plucked strings, 

Bad News From The Underworld the oneiric quality of the low end—galvanizing in it's 
own harsh, iron fisted way. And mesmerizing when it 

Good news from the real world: this arrived free in the lumbers in slower than slow gear. (Earache) ds 

mail. The Dorian Gray of rock n' roll's songs are a musi- 

cal nowhere land, an existential decoction of the Door's 

" The End," VU's "Murder Mystery" and a remedial high — 


school poetry teacher's reveries. Operatic, moaning, The Galaxy Trio 
screeching, staccato voices decry a void. An amelodic Saucers Over Vegas 


void. A void with lame, recurring echo effects. 


AVOID! Unless ingesting a healthy dose of quaaludes. Words cannot begin to describe the atavistic elegance, 
This is just too weird for words. Still, that's never the primitive delicacy of these savage spacey surf styl- 
stopped us before. (Bomp) sj & ds. ings. Which is unfortunate because words are supposed 
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to be my stock in trade. So sue me. You tell me what I 
should say about a combo that composes songs that 
sound like tributes to wiping out on а cosmic coral reef 
as opposed to hanging ten on a tubular wave or worship- 
ping the Big Kahuna or licking Dick Dale’s feet, etc. 
And I totally dig the attempt (successful) to translate 
Korla Pandit’s trip into the interstellar aqueous realm. 
It’s kind of like a Silver Surfer thing. Ebullient and 
darkly efflorescent. Desitively boneroo too. Without no 
doubt these cats is bravely dog paddling out to where 
no intergalactic beach bum has ever done paddled be- 
fore. And all systems are go go go! (Estrus) ds 


[ze es =| 
Gary Glitter 
Greatest Hits 


Mr. Glitter to you. Monosyllabic lyrics, gloriously sludgy 
guitar, tar pit rhythms and a corpulent stomach strain- 
ing against homo-erotic sci-fi spandex costumes to me. 
Perched perilously atop three-story stun sequined plat- 
forms, Gary Glitter is our golden idol. And our ideal. 
Sui generis and so the greatest of his kind. Includes fab 
glam hits "Rock М Roll (Pt. D," "Rock М Roll (Pt. ID," 
and "I Didn’t Know I Loved You (Til I Saw You Rock N 
Roll)," and other compositions which, we're sure, had 
Gary been given total creative control, would have had 
rock or roll in their titles. Problematic, I suppose, as 
everything here is glittery and quite golden. (Rhino) sj 
& ds 


[e 
God 
The Anatomy of Addiction 


In the beginning was the grindcore and Kevin Martin of 
Manchester saw that it "was" good. But on donning the 
heavenly robes of the Father, He came to see, as the 
Primum Mobile, that being divine and therefore encom- 
passing both time past and time future, He could not 
limit Himself to dirge-like guitar feedback drone and 
ponderous rhythms. The music of the spheres would, 
by necessity, be more open-ended, more free form, 
more improvisational. There wouldst be saxes. There 
wouldst be violas. There wouldst even be that most re- 
viled of woodwinds, the instrument employed by the 
ghastly Goodman, that is to say, the clarinet. The grind 
remained, as did the core of vicious dissonance. (Did 
not the Creator makest both the lion and the lamb?) 
And He looked on it and said "Yes man. Yes," as His ce- 
lestial fusion did not "swing" like so much of the hei- 
nous earthbound American jazz. Verily it didst rock! 
And ofttimes it rolled. Like a fetid and pleasing bowel 
movement. And sometimes, as is His want, it meditated 
on the perfection of itself. And Lo! There was much 
weeping and gnashing of teeth in the learned musical 
journals. And rending of garments in the corporate 
headquarters of the international music cartels. And 
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heartfelt lamentation on the MIV. As the sublime 
sounds maddest one and all feel as moneylenders pitch- 
ing their tatterdemalion tents in the House of God. 
(Big Cat!) ds 


есе; =] 
God and Texas 
Double Shot 


Lounge punk that occasionally slips into a heavy groove. 
Anybody wanna buy a used CD? (Restless) fc 


EE 
Gone 


All the Dirt That's ЕН to Print 


Gone began in 1986 as an outlet for former Black Flag 
founder/guitarist Greg Ginn's growing interest in met- 
al/jazzcore instrumentals which first reared their head 
on the jams side of the Flag's Family Man (1984). The 
original Gone combined Ginn's sprawling, sloppy leads 
with the mammoth power of bassist Andrew Weiss and 
drummer Simeon Cain, who later departed to form the 
Rollins Band with former Black Flag singer Henry Rol- 
lins. 

After a seven-year absence from recording, Ginn’s back 
and prolifically cranking out albums like an am- 
phetamined rabbit, eponymously and under the Gone 
moniker. On the third post-hiatus Gone release, AU the 
Dirt, Ginn spews sharp sonic shards over twelve instru- 
mentals with his multi-layered guitars. The break from 
recording has improved his technique considerably. 
Ginn was once prone to aimless meandering. His play- 
ing on Dirt, however, is more focused and efficient, but 
not so refined as to muffle its essential roar. 


Unfortunately, new bassist Steve Sharp is buried too low 
in the sound mix to create any genuine tension with 
Ginn. Moreover, new drummer Gregory Moore's tiny 
electronic drums lack the authoritative wallop necessary 
to bring these jams fully to life. 


That said, Dirt has its share of distortion-drenched gui- 
tar hooks. The faster instros, such as "Kattiwompus" 
and "Crawdad," show potential. But they could have 
come to a fuller life in the hands of a truly monstrous 
rhythm section like the one once spearheaded by the 
aforementioned Weiss and Cain. (SST) df 


22 =] 
Тһе Сопеѕ 


1 Know You Fine, But How You Роїп” 


With their mad mix of wiggy garage punk and loopy 
blues you'd think this Detroit trio would have engen- 
dered a great deal of excitement among 60s retro primi- 
tivists. Nope. Nobody wanted to get Gorified. The 
band recorded three LPs and a couple o' seven inchers 


during 1989-93 and then called it quits. 
Ashame, as this Ubangi uberwerk went 
down nicely with the unselfconscious 
emoting, offhand melodicism and deter- 
minedly impoverished production. And 
how many units could boast not only two 
monochromatic vocalists but a drummer 
who made Moe Tucker on her worst 
day, sound like Gene Krupa? Hah? 
Hah? Rock n’ roll they way it’s supposed 
to be, baby. Hot and stoopid! (Crypt) 
ds 


=] 
Hole 


Live Through This 


Jesus! Live through THIS: You work 
your fuckin’ ass off trying to escape the 
impediment you call Cobain (Which, 
praise the Lord, actually took care of it- 
self! Guess he felt guilty about the re- 
cord company composing his songs.), 
write some of the premier bitch rock of 
the freakin’ decade in that dork’s 
shadow, and then, adding insult to in- 
jury, you get saddled with Mr. Nirvana 
Jr. Out of your hubby’s unworthy shade, 
you finally manage to get your new 
songs recorded despite an all out, un- 
wanted media blitz but then, you’re sub- 
jected to the worst goddamn post pro- 
duction of a girl group since Phil beat 
the shit out of Ronnie during the wrap 
up of the Christmas album. No wonder 
you're pissed off all the time! 


Okay. Live Through This rocks, but it 
sounds like it was recorded in my 
mother’s kitchen. And my mother was a 
pretty shitty cook. This is some kind of 
affected we’rejust-a-garage-band ploy 
and it doesn’t quite cut it. No sincerity. 
Obviously some dud in a suit thought 
lots of dirty reverb would make Court- 
ney queen of that happening Seattle 
sound. 


Courtney, you don’t need advisors, hon. 
You can write. You know how to make 
R’n’R. And boys like you. What else 
does a girl need? For chrissakes, phone 
Marianne Faithful and get her pro- 
ducer’s number if you feel you need one 
so badly. Even that washed-up dinosaur 
had a cleaner feel to her last effort. 


This doesn’t mean I don’t love you. Any 
broad who has the balls to marry a 
dweeb and still maintain a dignified ca- 
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references to crucifixation. As Catholics we can I not ap- 
‚ prove of this apostasy. Speaking ex cathedra, we must warn you, 
‚ purchase entails risk of excommunication. 


| шон Snotty fauve punk. Our favorite Кі kind. Mean & Stupid would 
| be a better name for this band. 


2 Ñ Е ЄН) РГ Дь, 7 аху, 
1 Sexy. scintillating. Special, really Special, І mean it sounds like the 


| Specials. Sort of. 


i en apy) Invisible. We wish they 
j were 2 silent as well. From Seattle, home of hype. 


k 2) Crude, sixties inspired punk R&B rave- 
‚ ups. Adenoidal singing a plus. Or а minus. Depending on how you look 
| at it. 


1 lamest version of "1 Can Only Give You Everything" we've ever heard. Ex- 
‚ cept for Richard Hell's. But then he's retarded. Pansy producer and num- 
| ber one Brutarlan enemy Conrad Uno took a break from felching street ur- 
‚ chins to produce this piece of shit. 


x 2 ЯАГ) Four dull conversations 
| w subnormal serial killers. Just goes to prove that it’s more exciting to 
| cut your mother's head off than to talk about it. 


1: і) We refuse to review this re- 
| cord because the jacket depicted one of the band members sporting a be- 
| ret and a rat tail cloyingly adorning the side of his face. 


Y) This might be 
. Makes me want 


| у. 5е 
| to drink my own urine. | like the taste. 
K We're too drunk to come up with any suffi- 
| ciently disparaging adjectives to describe this EP. We still find it easy to 

| disparage womanly producer Conrad Uno. And his tiny, withered, useless 
[ penis. 


É h 3 Stupidity is no substitute 
| for entertainment. Or intelligence. Even with faux lounge music as a back- 
‚ drop. Except sometimes. 


j 7. Record could be rated 
higher if the torched car on rear sleeve were identified. Stoogey punk 

f ain't half bad. Neither is combo name. B-side slam temp pretty much a 

| qualifier. 


5 , Typically overwrought, ham | 

handed sixties punk rom The Cynics. Only the frenetically fey an- | 
tics of front man Michael Hastelic keep the band а semi-valuable 
commodity on the garage revival circuit. 


The big fat metal sound of Tad always makes 
us wanta wolf down dozens of Big Macs. And large fries. And 
strawberry shakes. And 12 piece McNuggets. And Mighty Wings. 
And some McRibs too. (Record available only with purchase of all 

of the aforementioned menu items at partici- 
КИ 113$} pating McDonalds). 


reer can borrow stuff from my closet апу day. Oh yeah, 
sorry about your bass player and that overdose death 
thing, but WHAT is the deal with you kids and smack? 
Haven’t you ever heard of tequila? And how come all 
those people around you drop dead? That’s pretty cool. 
How do you do that? Never тіпа... (Get it?) ГИ save 
those questions for a future critique. (Reprise/Slash) 
am 


=G 
Humble Pie 
Hot 'n Nasty 


Humble Pie, at their best, carefully walked the tightrope 
between Steve Marriott's R&B/blues-rock sensibilities 
and Peter Frampton's pop-progressive melodicism. Mar- 
riott generally kept the band grounded іп a rock impera- 
tive, but Frampton’s eclectic range of influences insured 
that they wouldn't fall into the common blues-rock 

traps of boring purism (Savoy Brown) or mere boogie- 
by-the-numbers (Foghat, Status Quo). Instead, Humble 
Pie gave us an unusually supple kind of blues-rock, 

heavy but with an inviting melodic sheen. 


Frampton left the band after their classic live album Per- 
formance: Rockin’ the Filmore (now out on CD). Sub- 
sequent albums become more predictable as Marriott 
settled into a boogie approach, although even these (es- 
pecially 1972’s Smokin’ and 1974's Thunderbox) rock hard 
and are frequently brilliant. In fact, only 19738 Eat It, a 
boring by-the-book set of soul covers, isn’t worth your 
time. The band broke up after 1975’s Street Rats. 


Hot ^n Nasty does an okay job of compiling the band's 
best moments, from As Safe as Yesterday's "Natural Born 
Woman" to Street Rats'"Rain." It won't exactly replace 
owning any of their other LPs, but if you just need to 
get your fingers smelly, it'll do just fine. Hot 'n nasty 
stuff fo’ sho’. (A&M) db 


шалан 
Hybrids 
The Rhythm of the Ritual 


It is rhythm that is, somehow, not rhythm. Can one 

beat time to the dusky and mysterious sounds of jungle 
and rain forest? To the movement of the heart and 
mind moving on itself? Where the blackness is the light 
and the stillness the dancing? Whisper of running 
streams. Garish cries amongst panoply of fauna. The 
hollow rumble of wings. Movement of darkness on dark- 
ness. Steady drip drop drip drop drop of water amidst 
the arboreal gloom . . . Beguilingly minimalistic, impossi- 
bly exotic atmospherics tinctured with menace and sav- 
agery. Primitive ritual, unspeakable practices, 

Dionysian frenzy, transcendent states. Ommmm... 
(Charnel Music) ds 
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22-36 
Johnny Kidd & The Pirates 
The Complete Anthology 


Compilation covers courageous corsair Kidd’s career 
from Cliff Richard impersonator through later attempts 
to emulate the Beatles and, finally Tom Jones, despite 
possessing a repertoire of only six songs all of which 
were duly reworked to fit the passing pop fad of the day. 
Clad in blouson, striped jeans, knee-high boots, 
Hathaway eye-patches and brandishing a phallic cutlass, 
Johnny, at his most inspired, effortlessly slashed his way 
through the effete pre-Carnaby beat market keelhauling 
all who stood in his wake. Unfortunately, by 1964 barba- 
rous Beatlemania had swept the world rendering Kidd’s 
swashbuckling baritone an unmarketable commodity 
and leaving his greatest hits ("Shakin’ All Over," "Please 
Don’t Touch," "I Just Want to Make Love To You," etc.) 
easy pickin’s for the likes of Motorhead, cheeky-boy 
Adam Ant, and the loathsome Foghat over the next two 
decades. This fifty-two cut, double-disc set may seem a 
bit much and quite frankly, it is, but then you bought 
The Troggs’ box set didn’t you? (EMI) sj & ds 


PEERS 
Leaving Trains 
The Big Jinx 


I was told three people went to see "еп when they 
played in Charlotte last time. This is punk rock in a 
non-genre specific way. There've always been fucked 
kids, outsiders, whatever, trying to express "it." Damn 
near fifteen years on, Falling James is still trying to. 
With lyrics as straight up as the best country. X, which 
hasn't released a good record since '81, would kill to 
make a record this tuneful, catchy and life-affirming. 
Skirting thru a variety of tempos, The Big Jinx utilizes 
60s garage, 70s punk, a bit of hard rock blues, stingy. 
White Album bite, acid quaalude dive bombing and big 
beat rock ’n roll to produce an LP you'll slap down and 
leave on your turntable. How many bands that have 
been around for eight LPs can you say that about? Oh 
yes, the country-tinged shit-kicker stuff is also great. Re- 
ally! (SST) cr 


| si 
LeRoi Brothers 
Cheok This Action 


Check the tobacco stains in my underwear 'cause that's 
the kind of hellbound, refusal to deconstruct, rockingly 
rhythmic shit these Texas upstarts are putting down. 
You know, I'd really like to sit here and talk about why 
these guys are so great but I don't feel like it. I feel 
good baby! I started to get the spins a few minutes ago 
(That's what happens when you sneak off from work 
early in the pm and start drinking Mocha D'Oro laced 
with Mattingly & Moore bourbon 'stead of eating 
lunch) but in a last ditch, desperate effort to keep from 
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throwing my guts up, I put this on and hallelujah, nowI 
feel like I'm in love with the world and everything in іс 
Like a new man. Like living again. Even though my 
dog is infested with fleas and my wife left me for a man 
who hasn't worked in twenty-six years. A little back- 
ground? Forget about it... Alright, this fantabulously 
indescribably wondrously wooly whatzit was released in 
1983 before there were even CDs and if anyone had 
bothered to listen to it Tower, Sam Goody, et al. would 
still be selling vinyl like God intended as This Action puts 
to rout forever the propagated notion that all retro rock 
is a sham and the only milk it emits is skimmed or light 
or inconsequential or some such nonsense. In any (un- 
eventful) case, try to think of it as the aural equivalent 
of chopped and channeled sixties pontiac which is the 
highest praise I can muster in my omnipresent state. 
(Upstart) ds 


аа = "| 
L7 


Hungry For Stink 


Yes yes yes yes yes yes YES! THIS is how bitch rock is 
done. Donita Sparks and her sprightly little band of 
sluts hark back to the time when The Runaways be- 
strode the world like a colossus. Along with some seri- 
ously heavy chunka-chunka riffage, these songs have 
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EPITAPH 


something we don’t hear too often in the shit that’s sent 
to us: melody. Yeah, that’s right, dick. I’m giving this a 
ten. And you can fuck to it! 

From the killer opening cut "Andre" to the spectral 
"Talk Box," there isn’t one track that doesn’t cut the 
mustard. In fact, the paean to queen dragstress (the rac- 
ing kind) "Shirley Muldowney" is worth double the cost 
of the whole motherfucking cd. It’s what I’m going to 
blast from my jeep the next few weeks while cruising the 
hood looking for well hung high school seniors (Have 
to maintain my rep as the local horny divorcee mom 
dontcha know.) 


By the way, here’s some useless PR doo doo for ya: Dur- 
ing the filming of the video for the aforementioned "An- 
dre," dame Donita was (supposedly) brutally mauled 
when a large stunt poodle bit her neck. Pup’s name? 
Lestat. Puhleeze. And those men my mother always 
brought home when dad was away were really my uncles. 


I didn’t want to write this rave review because my editor 
said I would have to blow him if it turned out that I re- 
ally dug these gals. Alright, so how long is that going to 
take? Five minutes. It's worth it. Especially if I can turn 
others оп to this big Stink. But don't tell him that I love 
these chicks so much I'd probably let him fuck me in 
the ass if he asked real nice. (Reprise) am 


[= =з] 
Luscious Jackson 
Natural Ingredients 


Bitchin! As in bitches. The kind that walk around be- 
lievin’ the possession of cojones is a physical thang 
rather than a state of mind. Still, this girl quartet is 
kind of luscious and their mild brand of "funk punk" 
rather unobjectionable. The way Phil Collins is unobjec- 
tionable. To idiots. "Here" which sounds like an out- 
take from the loathsome John Travolta vehicle, Saturday 
Night Fever, is the notable exception, as it is dull AND 
highly objectionable. Perhaps most objectionable of 
all, though, are the inconsequential, remorselessly ba- 
nal, semi-literate lyrics. Presented for your delectation 
is a woeful example: Is love sex/Is the soul vexed/Is 
the earth next/We need respect. No, you need a rock 
hard penis/Tickling your cervix/Or some romancin’ from a 
young guy/Who looks like the dude who played Mannix/Or a 
couple of shots of tequila/Followed by a fistful of xanex. 
(Capitol) ds 


=. 
MC5 
Power Trip 


Recorded at the inception of the MC5’s association with 
The White Panther Party's John Sinclair, Power Trip me- 
morializes "The Five's" mind-boggling stupidity for all 
time. Formerly a third-rate Detroit sixties-punk band, 
"The Five" befriended the insipid Sinclair in 1968, and, 
in a slobbering, drug- induced stupor, publicly adopted 
John's White Panther Party Ten Point Program (First 
Point: "The full endorsement and support of the Black 
Panther Party's Ten Point Program") at an SDS rally 
where they performed with the legendary Question 
Mark and the Mysterians. Apparently, the overall thrust 
of the Ten-Point Progam (Second Point: "Total assault 
on the culture by any means necessary, including rock 
n' roll, dope, and fucking in the streets," etc.) was to 
"put whitey uptight" and to provide an environment in 
which the feckless and physically repulsive Five could 
get laid, drink for free and remain gainfully unem- 
ployed. Unfortunately for their svengali, "The Man" 
was unable to wait for the "The Five" to fulfill its prom- 
ise to annihilate the white race—presumably themselves 
included—and jailed the soporific Sinclair for twenty 
years for possession of two joints. The addled, afro-coif- 
fed quintet however, foolishly soldiered on for the 
cause, continuing to record inept, mangled covers of 
blues classics on the order of Millard "Nappy Voodoo" 
Claymore's "Done Burned My Chitlins," and Lawrence 
"Peanut Head" Jones' "I'm Yo' Debil Man." Power Trip 
comprises a fitting epitaph for a bunch of pinheaded 
dupes whose time never came and, thankfully, never 
has. (Alive) sj & ds 
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77۶ 
М. о . р. 
Devolution 


I like the fact they're disenchanted but still want to 
party. I’m also taken by their melodic instincts and 
flair for hooks—real surprises in a genre which nor- 
mally eschews both. The dyspeptic lyrics are of the all- 
too-familiar society-sucks-and-the-people-within-are-so- 
brain-dead-they’re-slowly-driving-me-mad variety, but 
they betray occasional flashes of wit and humor. And 
the rage and cynicism feel genuine and, combined with 
the aggressive performances, viciously muscular guitar 
solos and bellicose vocals, flesh it all out quite nicely. 
Aggro-metal or bore core? Somewhere, in between, is 
the sound and fury which makes this devolved metal 
truly MODern. (Energy) ds 


[| 
Ennio Morricone 
The Legendary italian Westerns 


Dust, cactuses, tumbleweeds tumbling aimlessly in a bar- 
ren Spanish landscape. Close-up on a sweaty, mis- 
shapen, pock-mocked face. A slow tracking movement 
reveals Lee Van Cleef, six- gun drawn, leering trium- 
phantly. A single shot reverberates endlessly across an 
expanse of surrealistic nothingness. His prey sound- 
lessly falls face forward into a plate of rice and beans. 
For a brief moment, Lee regards his victim dispassion- 
ately, then reholsters his weapon, and saunters off. 

The bereaved wife looks to the sky and wails ceaselessly. 
Softly at first, then increasing in volume, the sound of a 
lone guitar rises from the background, accompanied by 
a doleful chorus. As Lee disappears into the flat, for- 
bidding landscape, the guitar is joined by a staccato 
drumbeat then a layer of lush strings until the tension 
of the scene finally erupts into a single, majestic cre- 
scendo of horror. Words echo ceaselessly in your brain: 
There's only one kind of man you can trust/That's a dead 
man/Or a gringo like те. (BMG Music) sj & ds 


|| 
Mountain 


Twin Peaks 


Often overlooked in the current retro-Seventies sweep- 
stakes, Mountain was at least as heavy as Blue Cheer 
and far more original. Typically, Leslie West would lay 
down a thick bluesy guitar attack and force the rhythm 
section to carry it along. They’d just barely manage to 
do "that" when Leslie’d toss his own harsh vocals on top 
of the heap. The musical result was a gorgeously top- 
heavy mess which lumbered and staggered around, 
seemingly always on the point of collapse. 


Recently reissued on CD, this 1974 live-in Japan effort 
showcases the band at their best, and believe me, folks, 
that's very, very good indeed. There's not a bad cut 
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here—even their wimp anthem "Theme for ап Imagi- 
nary Western" is played with some fire and energy for 
once—but I have two favorites. One is simply called 
"Guitar Solo," and it features fat Leslie wandering 
around in the stratosphere mangling bits of "Dear Pru- 
dence" and "Jingle Bells" (yes, "Jingle Bells," in August 
no less) along the way. The other is their almost thirty- 
minute version of "Nantucket Sleighride," a sludgy, 
thudding, fuzztone-driven epic whose grandeur builds 
and builds until it eventually kisses the sky. The Japa- 
nese loved it and you will too—it's a real hibachi 
burner. (Columbia/Windfall) db 


НІ Don't Six 


Ilike this. Ilike this a lot. Even after someone com- 
mented to me that it seemed to be in a retro vein not 
unlike two or three concurrently popular and boring 
MTV bands. This seems a little more honest somehow 
though. I guess you could call it bluesy southern rock, 
and it’s hampered only by the band's wel-honed sense 
of control. I get the sense that the music could easily 
get a lot harder and out of hand. Wish it would, but it 
makes damn fine listening even so. (1/4Stick/Touch 
& Go) fc 


SEE 
Offspring 
Smash 


I'm new to this mag and I know if I really want to keep 
getting paid for writing these ten minute off the cuff re- 
views I've got to launch myself from my beer and vagi- 
naljuice-soaked La-Z-Boy and work at being as jaded 
and cynical as the rest of the overeducated dweebs who 
toil for Brutarian. This means, I'm not allowed to like 
bands like Offspring. 


Well the hell with it; I may be a little biased (Гуе been 
peeling my 501s off for combos like this since the 10th 
grade) but there hasn't been a more awkward group of 
dorks spewing out killer pop-punk since The Ramones. 


Finally getting air play and developing a following after 
composing soundtracks to snowboard videos (don't 
fucking ask me, I assume it ain't anything like Citizen 
Kane), these guys mammoth-score with their first major 
label release. The overplayed but exquisite "Self Es- 
teem" is one of the hottest tributes to slutty girlfriends 
I've ever heard (God damn, I wish someone'd write a 
song like that about me). There's also a very decent 
cover of The Didjits’ "Killerboy Powerhead" and the 
bass/drum opening as well as the rest of "Gotta Get 
Away" out-funks The Chili Peppers on their best day. 


Yeah, I know. Seeing how you and I worked our asses 
off to get through school and now suck major capitalis- 
tic dick to pay the rent, this generation-x crap wears 
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thinner and thinner with every wannabe artist, but I 
swear to God, I think these guys get the joke. (Epitaph) 
am 


==] 
Liz Phair 
Exile іп Guyville 


Dyke du jour, Liz Phair, opens her newest project with 
one of the most promising pop hooks since, well, shit, 
since "My Sharonna." And her monotone vocal delivery 
and way smooth guitar riffs on "6'1" actually had me lift- 
ing my head off the floor for a couple of seconds, inter- 
rupting that steady comatose-prone gig I got going on. 
Witty writing—every song a response to the Stones' Ex- 
ile on Main Street, how delightfully inconsequential—and 
kinda kinky fotos of Liz and her breasts make this cd al- 
most worth the cash. Unfortunately, my attention span 
ain't what it used to be, so track after track of mono- 
tone vocal delivery (and way smooth guitar riffs) lost 
me after awhile. 


Okay Phair Liz, I know you're hip and all, but instead of 
doing things like the Sinead-esque, "Dance of the Seven 
Veils," with it's see-my-serious-singer-range, why not a 
ball-busting rave-out? Something to give even the most 
androgynous listener a boner. Maybe next time. 
(Matador) am 


aa 

Liz Phair 

Whip-Smart 

Well, it’s next time and there’s no ball- busting rave 
outs here but there are a couple of decent pieces of 
pop rock ("Super Nova," "Cinco de Mayo," "May 
Queen") and some interestingly austere quasi-experi- 
mental things ("Chopsticks," "Shane"). Still, this isn't 
the release that's going to put Ms. Phair over. There 
are a number of slight compositions and the lyrics seem 
far too vacuous and offhand to warrant the reams of 
prose extoling her penetrating literary sensibility. And 
yet, and yet, there's something about Phair—the listless 
earnestness, the wistful monochromatic voice singeing 
the ears when breaking into the higher registers, the 
forcefulness moving hesitantly toward self-expression 
and then retreating—that just will not let you dismiss 
her. And in the end, that’s what keeps you coming 
back. (Matador) ds 


ary 
Pizzicato Five 
Made іп USA 


Adept Nips appropriating the caucasoid, marginally 
soulful pop practiced by Burt Bacharach, Dionne War- 
wick(e) and former impoverished Brill Building resi- 


31063 
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dents, and outright stealing what passes for today’s phat 
hip sounds. That means we’re talking about the record 
company in question jumping aboard the retro-cocktail 
revolution. But here, because it’s Oriental, most of the 
purloined compositions are agreeably surreal i.e. "Baby 
Love Child" finds Claudine Longet assaying Digable 
Planets jazz hop, "Twiggy Twiggy" is crepuscular bossa- 
nova seventies lounge music, "Go Go Dancer" is Latin 
disco by way of George Clinton. In sum, unbelievable; 
the banal, somehow, someway, made soulsubduing. De- 
spite your American education and refined aesthetic 
sensibilities screaming at you that it is not so. (Mata- 
dor) ds 


a]‏ کا 
The Pretty Things‏ 
The Pretty Things‏ 


Two thousand light years sloppier than the Stones with 
whom they were often disparagingly compared. And 
about two thousand million dollars poorer. Whereas 
Mick and his gender-challenged cohorts provided care- 
fully sanitized r&b classics calculated for white teen con- 
sumption, The Pretty Things’ unbridled, aggressively de- 
classe approach to the same material made them anath- 
ema in the recording industry; while hands-off produc- 
tion, smutty vocals, nerve jangling guitar work and 
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wildly unpredictable harmonica interference effectively 
precluded commercial success for this 1965 debut al- 
bum. Nota pretty thing. And that’s the way we like it. 
(a Fontana mindbender) sj & ds 


ay 
The Rattles 


The Rattles Story 


All former-members of Hamburg’s 501st Hitler Youth 
Battalion, the ruddy, well-disciplined Rattles were origi- 
nally assembled by celebrated Berlin cabaret impresario 
and SS-Gruppenfuhrer Berthold Epstern in 1960 to 
provide an anodyne to the loathsome "skiffle-mania" 
then polluting the fatherland. Epstern, ever-enamored 
of the American negroes Amos n' Andy, persuaded the 
physically attractive, black-clad group to record a suite 
of beat-styled covers from "Song of the South" which, as 
calculated by Epstern, immediately catapulted the Rat- 
tles to the top of the German charts. And into the 
hearts and minds of a rather unimaginative group of 
Liverpool lads who took the sound and ran with it 
Outraged upon learning that their Merseyesque innova- 
tions had been pilfered with such great success by the 
fruity Fab Four, The Rattles proceeded to experiment 
with their sound day and night only to see it rechris- 
tened as "psychedelia" and later as "glam" by rock and 
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roll practitioners in various mongrel nations. Scholars 
have long argued over the importance of this seminal 
band but, in the final analysis, there is little doubt that 
this criminally neglected combo defined and limned 
the sixties Weltgeist. In der wurst way. (Star-Club) sj & 
ds 


[x 
The Red Krayola 
The Red Krayola 


So let me get this straight. A musician fails to realize 
that ever since he stopped taking LSD and smoking pot 
some twenty-five years ago he's become totally incapa- 
ble of producing anything of even passing interest. 
And because people can't believe it and, furthermore, 
are too embarrassed to tell him he's a loser, they in- 
stead take to calling the bum a legend? What for? So 
he won't kill himself? I say, "Give this man a gun." A 
big gun. Still, it's hard to believe this rancid collection 
of moronic dada rock and meandering , inconsequen- 
tial AOR nonsense was penned by the guy who wrote 
the amazing"Hurricane Fighter Plane" and put it on the 
even more amazing Parable of Arable Landlp. Maybe 
not. Especially if you've heard the execrable stuff he 
did with Art & Language. (Drag City) ds 


Sa 
Scom 


Evanescence 


Skulking around Death’s Dream Kingdom, Scom has 
fashioned a work that would add spice to any hip twenty- 
something Halloween party. Relying primarily on infec- 
tiously moody bass lines for tone, tempo and texture, 
this English duo is hell-bent on keeping it simple. But 
that’s what makes the whole thing so gol-damed 
spooky. Sure, anyone can come up with guilelessly 
ghoulish grooves, the art starts with the embellish- 
ments. Or lack thereof. And that’s where Evanescence’s 
mordant mendaciousness lies: in it’s resolute austerity. 
Some disembodied voices here, an eerie synth figure 
there, just enough to flesh out the bare boned riffs and 
keep our unsettled minds’ from wandering. A poetic 
and danceable meditation composed in a charnel 
house. Or the foul rag and boneshop of the heart. It’s 
one and the same, isn’t it? (Earache) ds 


Transparent Extender 


Just how ironic is this? Just how ironic is the whole 
Shimmy Disc trip? From my casual perusing of a few of 
these titles, Га say halfway between trap and entrap- 
ment. Luckily the music stays on the quirky, shambling, 
ozone side of the universe generally. Specifically, this 
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Sherman CD mines a non-noisy-psyche-pop-rock with 
some slick touches similar to oh, early Moody Blues, Pa- 
per Lace, Iron Butterfly, Clearlight and many non-hard, 
non-heavy rock monuments of the Ford-Carter era. 
The singer has the precious meaningfulness shtick di- 
gested so thoroughly—well, it’s like Spinal Tap’s 
"Flower People" filtered through Pink Floyd’s Dark Side 
of the Moon. Yeah, like this review isn’t fucked. My girl- 
friend who likes The Wonderstuff and Echo & The Bun- 
nymen kinda likes this. So if it’s decent, then I suck. I 
guess. (Shimmy Disc) cr 


БЕНИН 
Sir Lord Baltimore 
Kingdom Come/Sir Lord Baltimore 


This obscure Brooklyn power-trio’s two albums, 197075 
Kingdom Come and 197175 Sir Lord Baltimore, showcase 
what a vibrant musical period the early seventies really 
were. The obvious reference point here is Led Zeppelin 
77, but these guys took everything over the top - the riffs 
are louder and more brutal, the screeching vocals are 
all over the place like a sick crow shitting in your ga- 
rage. At times, the energy overwhelms the Lords, and 
the music (like some parts of the Stooges’ Funhouse) 
melts down into electric chaos, but it always gathers it- 
self back up to reshape itself into another imposing 
soundscape. Seventies’ metal at it’s most anarchic. 


Of the two, I'd give a slight nod to the rougher-sound- 
ing Kingdom Come. Highlights include such unknown 
cock-rock masterpieces as "I Got a Woman," "Hell 
Hound," and "Pumped Up," as well as the unbelievably 
grandiose title track. Sir Lord Baltimore is а bit more mel- 
low, and thus not as good (the addition of organist Joey 
Dambra is mainly to blame, I think), but it still has stuff 
like "Woman Tamer" and "Where Are We Going," as 
well as ridiculous mystical/baroque epics like "Caesar 
LXXT" and the eleven-and-a-half minute "Man From 
Manhattan" (a whatif-Christ-came-to-NYC story). 


There were tons of bands like this in the early Seven- 
ties, and most of them have been forgotten by all ex- 
cept hardcore collector scumbag types like myself. Ku- 
dos, then, to project director Richard Bauer, who's 
made this available to the rest of humanity. Now, 
where's the Bull Angus reissue? (Mercury) db 


Я 
SNIVLEM 


Prick 


Christ, this sucks. What a fuckin’ pile of garbage! I 
can’t believe I played the whole thing. Yeah, okay, the 
Melvins are popular artists of some standing and can af- 
ford to do whatever they want. If that means suckering 
their label into releasing a full disc of un-music, fine. 
Maybe it was AmRep’s idea to spell their name back- 
wards so as to keep fan loss to а minimum. In any case, 


АГ 


ТАП 

“Live Alien Broadcast” New Live Album 

featuring four previous unavailable tracks: “Demon Seed,” | 
“Sunday Driver,” “Pale Corkscrew,” and “Delinquent” 


XANAX 25 

“Denial Fest” 

New York City’s XANAX 25 paint "...a world dripping with art and passion, rich in 
feeling and inherently alive..."—-CMJ Featuring “Strongest Child" and "80s Kid.” 


MEANS TO AN END 

"Means to an End" 

Debut album produced by Ed Hose (Hill Creek, Stick, Paw) Featuring 
"Lickspittle," “Unhinged,” and "Breaking Dummy." 


Also Available frorn Futurist Hecords: Dangerous Inventions, 12 Songs hy ۲ LU ЕЛЕ 7 3 Т 


12 Bands from Pollywog Recordings, SOMETIME SWEET SUSUAN “Point,” 6 Green Street, 2nd Floor 
EARTH 18 “Earth 18,” and LEEWAY “Adult Crash.” For more infurmation, write to: New York, NY 10013 


there’s not a single interesting, amusing or exciting 
thing on Prick. Oh, wait, on a couple of tracks the band 
humps along in what sounds like part of a live set and 
the audience is going apeshit for some unseen reason. 
That’s pretty funny. Still, the best moment on the 
whole shebang (and I wonder how many times this will 
be echoed in other reviews?) comes during the accu- 
rately titled "Pure Digital Silence." Which I could have 
had without ever having popped this abomination into 
my cd player. (AmRep) fc 


[sd 
Speedball Baby 
Speedball Baby 


Matt Verta Ray used to write for us until he had a nerv- 
ous breakdown. He has yet to recover and that’s prob- 
ably why this psychotic deconstructionist blues-tinged- 
rockabilly thing works so well. Jon Spencer is an obvi- 
ous influence but the quartet clearly have greater emo- 
tional problems than anybody in that band and thus 
this debut EP has a less calculatedly hip Loisada feel 
than the average Blues Explosion workout. Although 
there's nothing "average" about these Speedballs. Espe- 
cially lead singer Ron Ward who clearly has one foot in 
the grave and the other on the way down. Magnifi- 
cently morbid madness made manifest. (Matador) ds 


> те) 
Sugar 
File Under 


Easy Listening: Though Husker Du was dominated and 
Sugar is dominated by the songs and guitar of Bob 
Mould, this band is by no means a retread of H.D. 
Where Husker Du, particularly on their early records, 
was more of an acquired taste, Sugar is more immedi- 
ately accessible. Even though both combos feature the 
distorted howl of Mould’s guitars, Sugar’s rhythm sec- 
tion of bassist David Barbe and drummer Malcolm 
Travis, is far more capable and solid than Du’s Greg 
Norton and Grant Hart. The superior rhythm work 
here enables Mould to expand his melodic pallet and 
explore guitar riffs which involve more than just chords. 


Another difference is that on this, Sugar’s third release, 
Mould has, at times, replaced his dour sulkinness with a 
nearly chipper outlook. The song titles themselves just 
exude positive emotion, e.g., "Gift," "Your Favorite 
Thing" and "Gee Angel." 


On the other hand, Bob’s attitude isn’t unconditionally 
rosy. For example, "Panama City Motel" finds him bitch- 
ing about lousy fleabag motels in strange lands, while 
"Can't Help You Anymore," "Granny Cool" and "Believe 
What You're Saying" are unconditionally kiss-offs to for- 
mer friends and lovers. Still, Mould has come a long 
way from what seemed like a first-draft suicide note in 
"Too Far Down" (from the Husker's Candy Apple Gray). 
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File Underis neither the best nor the most adventurous 
record of Mould's thirteen-year recording career. But 
its melodic sense of songcraft suggests that, in Sugar, 
Bob has found a keeper through which to vent his 
spleen and to develop as a composer. (RyKodisc) df 


энеги 
Swinging Blue Jeans 
The Best Of The EMI Years 


Star Club Merseybeat apotheosis, Beatlesque albeit 
more masculine. Features "Hippy Hippy Shake," one of 
the swinginest songs you may have forgotten as well as a 
plethora of gear Chuck Berry cuts and a really fabbo 
cover of Johnny Kidd’s "Shakin’ All Over." Lustrous gui- 
tar washing over good-natured poppery honed to per- 
fection in women’s toilets. Or so say the liner notes. 

We think. (EMI) ds & sj 


== 
S.W.A.T. 
Deep Inside a Cop's Mind 


It's amazing to me that something which so accurately 
reflects the wretched nature of urban society can be 
such a great piece of work. This thing is stunning. I 
don't pretend to entirely understand it, but ain't that 
the nature of most truly inspired creations? Tim Goad 
and Adam Parfrey got the kings of punk from Poison 
Idea to help them realize what they call "The Sound- 
track to the New Police State." This disc is sharp, hilari- 
ous, and at times close to beautiful. The selections 
range from obscure classics to the reworking of well- 
known tunes to short spoken-word routines. Among 
the fourteen charmers: Adam Parfrey gives Bill Shatner 
a run for his money with his rendition of "The Pusher." 
Jim Goad croons a modern Compton version of "In the 
Ghetto." And Nick Bougas warbles an entrancing 
"Thunderball." Prophetically enough, Jim says that 
these last two pieces were recorded right before the last 
big quake in І.А.... Boyd Rice and Anton LaVey even 
put in too-short cameo appearances. I heard some- 
where that half of the profits from this album are going 
to various law enforcement agencies on the west coast. 
I doubt this, but I think cops would actually really dig 
this platter. Even if they didn't really "get it" either. Go 
out and get one. It's sure to hold your attention longer 
than that other alternative shit you listen to. 


Note: The preceding positive review was written with all sin- 
cerity, and not from the justifiable fear that to slam the product 
would encourage abduction, beating, and burning of the re- 
viewer, culminating with his charred body being hung from a 
lamppost with a placard bearing the word "Critic" nailed to it. 
(AmRep) fc 
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Ea 
Tales Of True Crime 
Neither/Neither World 


This moronic exploration of the minds of some of his- 
tory's more infamous serial killers set against a back- 
drop of Gothic and dark funhouse music is, to put it 
simply, not particularly horrifying. Harry Connick Jr. as- 
saying rock? Now that's horrifying. I suppose we can 
look at this as a sick kind of joke although the prosaic li- 
bretto and the dispassionate score make that almost im- 
possible. But perhaps that’s the point: this Neither- 
world is the limning of a void. Alright, fair enough, just 
don't tell me these compositions are depictions of intel- 
lects essentially an exaggeration of my own. John 
Wayne Gacy and Henry Lucas' brains were, and are, 
empty. Mine, however, is teeming with ideas. None of 
which remotely relates to projects as banal and jejeune 
as this one. The inner sleeve contains "artwork" from 
some of the aforementioned subjects. How special! 
(Alive) ds 


ll‏ ہے 
Thee Headcoats‏ 


W.H.O.A. 


I guess if you do the same joke over and over for six 
hundred albums somebody is likely to think it's pretty 
funny. Muddy, mangled covers of Pretty Things, 
Johnny Kidd & The Pirates, Manfred Mann, the Wool- 
ies and Henny Youngman. Stop, you're killing me. Re- 
ally. (Get Hip) ds & sj 


[геге 
Thee Headcoatees 


Girisville 


Unladylike Headcoats' styled interpretations of sixties' 
punk classics by a homely femme quartet. Sultry, seduc- 
tive, and sensuous nevertheless. Especially if you're not 
looking at the photos adorning the disc cover while lis- 
tening. We'd pay to see them live. Unless they were na- 
ked. (Get Hip) sj & ds 


Peel Sessions 


The PR company sent me the same press kit they used 
for Total Destruction, Unsane's last magnificent undertak- 
ing so I'm unable to steal anything and make it, as al- 
ways, uniquely my own. Which is okay, as most of this 
stuff has already been released in one form or another 
and that in turn means, I and many others have sung 
the materials’ praises at опе time or another. So how 
can I describe the timeless inelegance of the trio's un- 
compromisingly bleak cacophony for the uninitiated? 
Ah yes: a blunt instrument rained continually down on 
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a semi-comatose brain in a urine-soaked, vomit-stained 
bowery bar bathroom stuffed full of howling derelicts 
acting as idiot chorus to the badly bleeding, insensate's 
cries of madness and despair. Lyrics not included. 

Not needed. (Matador) ds 


at‏ ہک 
Various‏ 


B-Movie Brain 


Despite the fact that this comp purports to be the work 
of five different bands, I have a sneaking suspicion, tis 
merely the upshot of a few individuals utilizing differ- 
ent shticks. But who cares when you've got The 3D In- 
visibles (ghoulish punkabilly), The Zombie Surfers 
(scary vocal and instro surf), The KAOS Killers (spy in- 
stro music w/a Get Smart fixation), Screamin' Savage & 
The Caveman (primitive rockabilly) and The Hellben- 
ders (Western movie theme band) making mad mind- 
less mendacious garage stomp. Each combo is intro- 
duced by a wiggy trailer and the whole shebang is 
spooky, kooky and definitely worth a looky. (Neurotic 
Bop) aw 


in = 
Various 
Baltimore Vol. И 


Look guys, grunge is dead. And if it isn’t, no one cares. 
In fact, nobody really gave a damn in the first place. 
Even when Nevermind made it to number one. More- 
over, they ain’t even doin’ it like that in D.C. and the 
crack infested streets of clown prince Marion Barry are 
far less hip than Edgar Allan Poe’s old stomping 
grounds. So I don’t understand why almost everyone 
on this compilation is assaying a SubPop thing circa 
1989. Not that the material here is that bad mind you; 
it just seems kind of irrelevant. Like most rock music, 
so maybe this disc is actually kind of important. And if 
that’s truly true, Onespot with their overwhelming 
monochromatic sound and simplistic vision is the heir 
apparent to Nirvana. Really. (Merkin) ds 


[o] 
Various 
Beat the Retreat: Songs by Richard Thompson 


One of the great overlooked songwriters and guitarists 
of the last quarter-century, English folk-rocker Richard 
Thompson is one of the latest recipients of the now 
stale tribute album treatment. 


On Beat the Retreat, а mixed bag of American fans and 
fellow English folkies cover songs from various stages of 
Thompson's career, from his tenure as a founding 
member of Fairport Convention to his six duet albums 
made with ex-wife Linda Thompson to his current incar- 
nation as California-based solo artist. While many of 


fudge tunnel 


Third record from 
England's “pop” trio, 


Ultraviolence 


“Lltraviolence is the sound of the future today” - Melody Maker 
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the interpretations herein are faithful to the originals, 
the most interesting tracks recast Thompson’s songs 
radically. 


Thompson's best work has a bitter and forlom edge. 
The abrasiveness of the hard rock reworkings, most no- 
tably Bob Mould's "Turning of the Tide" and Dinosaur 
Jr.’s "I Misunderstood,” bludgeons the gloominess 
home. Other softer tracks, such as June Tabor’s a 
capella "Genesis Hall" and The Five Blind Boys of Ala- 
bama’s gospel tinged "Dimming of the Day," are more 
subtle. Other highlights include Graham Parker’s "The 
Madness of Love," and Bonnie Raitt’s "When the Spell 
is Broken,” which hints at what the song would have 
sounded like had it been sung by Linda Thompson. 


As with most tribute albums, not all the cover versions 
succeed. R.E.M.’s stab at "Wall of Death" is dull-witted 
and unremarkable, while Shawn Colvin and Loudon 
Wainwright III's take on "A Heart Needs a Home" is ba- 
nal, coffee house fodder. Moreover, the selection of 
performers is unrelentingly tasteful and a bit too obvi- 
ous. For example, they could have had Liz Phair, she of 
noteworthy sexual frankness, sing "Hokey Pokey," one 
of the cleverest songs ever written about oral sex. 
Richard Thompson has been critically ignored commer- 
cially for far too long. Beat the Retreat is not likely to 
change that much. Pick up Thompson’s three-disc an- 
thology, Watching the Dark, or his excellent studio Ip 
from earlier this year, Mirror Blue, instead. (Capitol) df 
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Бехи 
Various 


Beyond The Beach 


What this is daddy: incomparable instro stylings relying 
heavily on guitar twang and reverb possibly but always 
on frothy melody and danceable rhythm impossibly. 
What this is not cool children: boring and hopelessly 
retro. We have to talk about Estrus bands first as we 
love them and haven’t mentioned their product in this 
entire issue. Okay, here goes: The Woggles do a fast- 
paced sixties spy thing with guitars bent all out of shape 
and the rhythm section taking no prisoners. Only 88 
seconds but you feel like you’ve just watched all the 
Sean Connery Bond films (except the comeback flick 
which didn’t have the licensed music so it doesn’t 
count). Man or Astroman puts the pedal to the metal 
and just buries the needle in a drag racing blow-out des- 
tined to have funny car enthusiasts treasuring it the way 
they would a pair of Sarah Muldowney’s soiled panties. 
And that’s only two of the fab fab fab cuts on this 19 
track monster. Even the puerile David Bowieless Tin 
Machine wades in with a feverish frothy faux Frankie 
and Johnny sunset-on-the-beach meditation. That gets 
a 98. Which is the lowest score Га give апу of these su- 
premo sounds. (Upstart) 
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Living in an environment wherein the biggest shock is not having your friend die but in 
guessing the wrong cause of death, it should come as no surprise that one of Mr. Manor's fa- 


vorite hangouts was a biker bar with a rep so nasty, the state police eventually had to close 
the dump. 


(A word of forewarning: you are strongly advised to drop any darkly romantic notions 
about such a joint. In person, ultraviolence is a lot uglier than on screen and, whether you in- 
tend to or not, sooner or later you will be a witness, participant or, possibly, victim of it.) 


One thing that always astounded me is how some of the scruffiest guys | ever met had the 
most dazzling babes. These motley men grunt, "Get me a beer, bitch!," and a doll with a 
sexual presence most porn starlets would kill for is handing them a pitcher in fifteen sec- 
onds. Naturally, as a member of the elite Brutarian staff, | get the same service. However, 
you other gents should be utterly jealous of your Harley-hopping brethren. 


Although the motorcycle mamas are subservient, that doesn’t mean they are thrilled with 
their status, merely satisfied to accept it. Why? For the same reason lazy couples of every 
ilk stay together: It's easy! 


Speaking of easy, Sandy Smiroldo debuted her column last issue. If you wisely opted to 
skip it, Randy Sandy offered to "Фо" me—conveniently forgetting to add the word "again"— 
repeatedly . . . if | would toss my Т.М. (This was after rambling for half a page when the proc- 
lamation "There'd be less street gangbanging if there was more bedroom gangbanging" 
would have sufficed.) 


Poor girl. Consumed with Manormania but fully aware Га never be back in her boudoir (I 
don't wait in long lines for anybody), the smoldering Smiroldo feebly attempted to save face 
by presenting an absurd condition she knew Га never accept. 


| realize there are fringees who have a major anti-television bias but, frankly, І don't get it. 
Sure, ninety percent of the programming is sheer crap. But don"t blame the medium, 
blame the dumb-dumb neighbors for supporting the dreck. There are a zillion lousy records, 
yet | don't hear of anyone being rallied to unplug their stereos, бейогйа Sandra. 


No tube means the worlds greatest dramatic art—pro wrestling, of course—would cease 
to exist. Without a T.V. one couldn't watch tapes such as Sandy Schtups Seattle or the Pri- 
vate Video Magazine line, a series giving viewers a whole new positive outlook re: Europe- 
ans. On top of that, one would miss Soul Train, the premier testosterone-producing show on 
the air. 


With a cast of tawny temptresses doing the most suggestive shaking this side of the Doll 
House, the Train is required viewing at the Stately Estate. In fact, one regular easily wins 
my Best Butt on T.V. award—and, believe me, | did my research before bestowing that 
honor. 


If you don't particularly like the music, turn off the audio. If, on the other hand, you don't 
watch Soul Train "for another reason," spray liquid margarine on your mug and get a hot waf- 
fle griddle facial. 


Let's get back to those awful albums mentioned above. What's up with these tributes to 
the sorriest, most lame-ass musicians ever to soil vinyl? Doesn't the term "alternative" imply 


you'd rather drink а glass of dog saliva than cover а 
mainstream mercenary like Elton John? And it gets 
worse, much worse. 


Kiss was a brilliant marketing concept: substitute 
rock for bubblegum and sell it to the Tiger Beat crowd. 
By design, these boys were about as dangerous and 
musically innovative as Snoopy. (Early Alice Cooper, 
now there was the real deal.) To hear those solemnly 
hyping Kiss My Ass, however, you'd think the Gotham 
group were visionary messiahs who invented the 
power chord. As unequaled as the act was in entranc- 
ing the pre-pubescents, that doesn't mean the music it- 
self was above pedestrian. What then is the point of 
covering it? So spoiled rock stars can live relive their 
geeky youth? They should've sent Ace a "thank you" 
card instead. 


Okay, so joining the Kiss Army was some sort of 
“coming of age ritual" for dweebs, and | sound like a 
crank for not sharing any nostalgic memories of Gene 
Simmons. But what's the excuse for a tribute to the 
stinkin’, friggin’, smeggin CARPENTERS? First off, 
Karen and Richard were the squeaky clean poster chil- 
dren parents badgered their kids to be like. That alone 
should have placed them on the Enemy list for eternity. 
And if their MOR, saccharine, funkless, goody-two- 
shoes "music" sucked any more, it would create a 
black hole. 


Maybe this whole thing is a joke? Somehow, | 
doubt it. More likely, having been told Carpenter tripe 
is exquisite, the mindless will blindly accept it as fact. 
And because Karen puked herself to death—a fitting 
end to one whose product was truly nauseating— she'll 
be unjustifiably defied. To quote the Re-Animater, 
"Humans are such easy prey." 


EXTRAORDINARY INSIGHT: Wouldn't you love to 
have seen the faces of delicious Drew Barrymore's de- 
tox counselors when they heard she was socializing 
with members of Hole? . . . Too much money, not 
enough brains? Buy comedy albums on CD! Yeah, 
that digital mix sure makes a difference on a mono- 
logue, ya loser . . . Film trailers frequently end with a 
multi-credit graphic that disappears in a nanosecond, 
humanly impossible to read and, therefore, seemingly 
pointless. For some reason the words "contractual obli- 
gation to placate monumental egos" come to mind . . . 


Brutarian—number 14 


This issue's "Get A Death" invitation goes out to 
those pathetic Trekkies who are translating the en- 
tire Shakespeare library into Klingon. No, I’m NOT 
making this up! . . . Before running out of space I 
must announce, if you tell her Stately sent you, ex- 
otic dancer Europe DiChan— she of the natural 
55FFF flesh balcony—at Box 770347, Lakewood, 
OH, 44107, will mail you her abundantly illustrated 
brochure and sample newsletters, free of charge. 
You're welcome. 


HUBBA-HUBBA HONEY: Julie Newmar 


DE Сй A و‎ 


Until | met She Who Took My Heart, Ripped It 
Out of My Chest, Put A Series of Paper Cuts On It, 
Salted It, Set It Ablaze And Stomped The Fire Out 
With Spiked Shoes (Who me, bitter?), | ranked Julie 
Newmar as the greatest woman ever born. Tal- 
ented, beautiful, extremely intelligent, a flawless 
bod... we һауе so much in common. 


Although most respected for her work on stage, 
Julie will be fondly remembered as the first and best 
(sorry, Michelle) Catwoman, Batman's feline seduc- 
tress. And how was the leggy lovely in the role? 
Purrrrrir-fect! 
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t IMIS“ аж Бэй 5 Bola Suire 


Bola is angry. Very, very angry. The floundering Pope of Ohio, who ordinarily authors this sort of pap, has fled the 
Brutarian manse with his hopelessly underage poulet in tow, leaving poor Bola with only this useless little heap of 
detritus which Bola must apparently review in order to еат his keep. Bola would have preferred that he had left 
money, or perhaps a fine bottle of armagnac. Bola would rather spend his precious time hunting trufes on the grounds 
of the estate with his beloved truffle hunting sow and life long companion, Shu-Shu. Or perhaps lazing in his canopied 
bed clad in a silken peignoir sipping a rich darjeeling infusion. Drifting into a languorous stupor while idly leafing 
through a leather-bound volume of his beloved Proust. Oh, c’est impossible a dire just what Bola means. Better to 
take a moist and pleasing bowel movement while ruminating on the effulgent fragrances loosed by the snakey coils 
of the gastro-intestinal tract. But in the end Bola must ask himself, why is Bola, a beautiful aging sybarite, voluptuary 
and cognoscenti forced into this ungainly posture? Forced to assay this inconsequential mound of hopelessly outre 
juvenalia. Forced to soil himself with labor. Forgive Bola, for he himself can offer no explanation for his absurd 
predicament, but rather only tears for his pitiable soul forced to address vulgar inconsequentialities like . . . * Blaster: 
Тһе Al Ackerman Omnibus .. . This 'blaster' fellow with his wildly negligible collection of "blaster" scribblings. Because 
it is comprised of paper, bound with glue and sports a laminated cover, Bola would assume that this banal bit of trash 
aspires to be a book. A critical darling of the faux-disaffected New York underground literati, the "blaster' apparently 
fancies himself some sort of dissolute raconteur for the failed urban artiste. How dull. Bola might venture that the 
bourgeois 'blaster' might be more accurately described as an ass. Le fauve guerre c'est fini! (Fehl Press, 200 East 
10th Street #603, NY, NY 10003) 9 Sewer Cunt: Ahh, the Dutch! А lovely little people with their charming 
windmills, winsome gouda cheeses, marijuana cigarettes and comfortable wooden shoes. So kind to Bola during his 
exile after the war when others were calling him a collaborator. These days they appear to be quite interested in the 
American serial killer—Schaefer, Toole, Gacy, Manson, et al. Ever tasteful, though, 15 the manner in which they clothe 
this evil in a most attractive comic book format in a commendable effort to lessen the effect of its heinousness. And 
add strips by deranged artists like Mike Diana and Nick Bougas to heighten the effect of the surreal. Then, the clever 
Lowlanders list the names and addresses of various vendors should the reader wish further to wallow in this sort of 
filth (S.H. Kristensen, Godthabsvej 18A, DK-7400 Heming, Denmark) ® Betty Paginated: А celebration of 
comely young women. Bola likes them. Almost as much as he likes small pale boys. Quite erudite writing in the 
service of the praise of coquettes of the screen and stage, as well as a great number of pictorial depictions of same. 
Occasional interviews are interspersed to supplement the pin-ups. But alas, Bola finds his attention riveted by the 
aforementioned photographs, wherein the healthy lasses often appear entirely nude and occasionally, find themselves 
captured on film while engaging in stimulating acts of masturbation. Bola dreams that someday these pages are made 
slick enough so that he might rub himself against them (Box 63, Lyrup, SA, 5343, Australia c/o Dann Lennard) 
9 Sex Lives of the Rich & Famous: тһе publishers of this small tome are off to a promising start in cataloging 
the sexual peccadillos of history's more storied individuals. Bola is aroused but in the future expects explicit "coverage" 
of this periodical’s enticing subjects. More exposure of their exquisite sexual organs. And altogether more 
naughtiness. Why, Bola asks, is there so little actual sexual congress depicted іп а small print comic book apparently 
designed solely for the enjoyment of the lonely and hopeless? Particularly one which pretends to illustrate the exploits 
of the odd American negro Rick James and the licentious monarch King Henry ҮШ. Bola eagerly awaits the next 
installment of this magazine but has felt compelled to post a letter to the editor in hopes that said persons will heed 
Bola's desires (Rip Off Press, Box 4686, Aubum, CA 95604) ® Answer Ме #4: Frankly, Bola believes this 
pemicious little naysayer would derive more enjoyment from life if he answered to Bola. Did Bola's bidding. And 
fetched the special fluffy slippers for Bola. This self described ‘rape issue" holds no interest for Bola, Bola having found 
that his innate aesthetic appeal has generally been sufficient to gamer all manner of sexual adulation. Bola supposes 
that for those of you who need to ‘feel the pain’, this simulacrum is an essential purchase. Even if you are unable to 
read. Or don't like to. (Available at better bookstores) Enough of this ludicrous business. Bola has an appointment 
with his dominatrix at midnight. And she, as is her wont, demands strict punctuality. Good evening. 
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